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The  Colonel  sprang  at  him  like  a  wildcat,  with  uplifted  knife,  but  Davy  wrested  the  keen  blade 
from  the  gloved  hand.  One  moment  he  held  the  mysterious  colonel  in  his 
arms,  as  though  about  to  hurl  him  to  the  earth. 
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DEAD  GAME 

OR,  DAVY  CROCKETT’S  DOUBLE 

By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


CHAPTER  I. — The  League  of  Three. 

The  light  of  a  cheerful  campfire  glimmered  in 
the  dense  old  Tennessee  foi'est.  From  afar  it 
had  the  appearance  of  a  bright  star,  but  a  closer 
acquaintance  would  disclose  the  fact  that  in  its 
proportions  the  fire  was  of  generous  size,  since 
the  two  men  who  had  started  the  blaze  seemed  to 
have  little  else  to  do  than  to  add  fuel  to  it  when¬ 
ever  the  occasion  demanded.  They  were  both 
ill-favored  fellows,  gaunt  in  frame  and, vicious  in 
feature.  Such  men  one  would  not  care  to  meet 
under  unfavorable  circumstances,  for  life  would 
undoubtedly  be  held  far  from  sacred  by  them  if 
they  could  insui’e  their  own  safety.  Close  beside 
the  fire  lay  a  large  log  some  twelve  or  fifteen  feet 
in  length. 

In  its  fall,  the  tree,  or  at  least  this  portion  of 
it,  had  been  riven  from  end  to  end,  and  as  it  lay 
there  the  strength  of  a  single  man  would  have 
been  all  sufficient  to  have  separated  it  into  halves. 
Time  had  told  heavily  upon  the  tree  before  its 
fall,  for  the  entire  heart  was  eaten  out,  leaving 
but  a  mere  shell.  The  two  men,  standing  beside 
the  glowing  fire,  and  at  times  leaning  against  the 
okl  log,  which  quivered  even  with  that  much 
weight,  appeared  to  be  very  anxious  for  some 
event  to  take  place  which  they  were  expecting  to 
transpire. 

Now  and  then  they  held  a  short  confab,  the 
subject  of  which  seemed  to  always  be  the  same, 
concerning  a  mysterious  colonel  and  the  work  he 
expected  them  to  do.  It  was  perhaps  two  hours 
after  ihe  darkness  had  set  in  that  from  the  for¬ 
est  there  came  a  ^peculiar  whistle,  evidently  a 
signal.  One  of  the  desperadoes  immediately  an¬ 
swered  it  b^  giving  the  hoot  of  an  owl  twice,  and 
following  it  with  the  howl  of  the  gaunt  gray 
wolf.  Again  the  whistle  was  heard,  and  satisfied 
that  the  colonel  would  be  with  them  in  a  few 
minutes,  the  two  men  proceeded  to  replenish  the 
fire,  for  the  night  air  was  chilly,  and  the  blaze 
seemed  comfortable,  even  after  its  mission  as  a 
signal  was  accomplished. 

Had  they  been  watching  that  old  log  closely, 
they  might  have  seen  it  quiver  now  and  then 
when  neither  of  them  were  near.  This  might 
e  byen  caused  by  the  night  breeze,  but  it  was 
ver  queer  what  that  human  eye  was  doing  at 
the  knothole  in  the  old  shell,  whieh  commanded  a 
vb- ••  of  the  camp.  In  five  minutes  from  the  time 
the  signals  had  been  exchanged,  the  crackling  of 
j,  dry  -tick  close  by  was  heard.  Presently  they 
cojbJ  hear  a  quick,  springy  step,  and  in  another 


minute  the  colonel  stood  by  the  fire,  having 
gravely  shaken  hands  with  both  of  his  hired  des¬ 
peradoes.  He  was  of  medium  height  and  splen¬ 
didly  proportioned.  His  hands  he  always  kept 
gloved,  but  in  spite  of  the  coverings  upon  them, 
several  sizes  too  large,  it  was  plain  to  be  seen 
that  they  were  as  small  in  proportion  as  were  his 
feet,  and  these  latter  were  marvelously  diminu¬ 
tive  for  a  man  of  his  size.  His  countenance 
seemed  to  be  smooth  save  for  a  black  mustache, 
back  of  which  could  be  seen  the  man’s  even,  white 
teeth  when  he  laughed. 

When  he  spoke  there  was  something’  about  bis 
voice  that  told  it  was  disguised,  perhaps  by  the 
use  of  a  hickory  nut  in  his  cheek;  but  for  all 
that  it  was  full,  rich  and  mellow.  That  the 
colonel  was  a  man  of  business,  of  nervous  dispo¬ 
sition,  and  energetic  action  was  to  be  seen  from 
the  manner  in  which  he  addressed  the  two  moun¬ 
tain  wolves. 

“I  am  glad  to  find  you  here.  It  is  a  good  sign, 
and  increases  my  confidence  in  you  wonderfully. 
You  have  come  prepared  for  business,  I  expect.  I 
judge  you  are  brave  men,  but  it  is  not  my  humor 
to  lead  you  into  a  blind  trap.  First  of  all,  I  want 
you  to  know  that  I  wish  to  hire  you  to  put  a 
man  out  of  the  way.” 

“That  don’t  frighten  us,  colonel.  I  reckon  we 
have  been  thar  before  now.  All  ye  have  to  do 
is  to  name  your  price,  and  let  us  know  who  your 
man  is,  an’  consider  the  job  done,  it’s  me  what 
says  it — Tennessee  Tom.” 

“I  will  give  you  five  hundred,  but  I  'want  the 
work  done  under  my  orders.  All  you  will  have 
to  do  is  to  capture  the  man  and  take  him  to  a 
place  where  I  can  taunt  him  before  you  kill  him. 
You  agree  to  this?” 

“Yes,  we  agree  to  it.  That  man  shall  die,  no 
matter  who  he  is,”  said  Tennessee  Tom. 

“Then  we’ll  consider  that' point  settled.  The 
man  whom  you  have  sworn  to  deliver  into  my 
hands,  and  then  dispose  of  as  I  will,  is  Davy 
Crockett!” 

The  two  mountain  wolves  uttered  exclamations, 
as  if  the  news  astounded  them. 

“What!  do  you  fear  him?  Will  you  back  out 
because  you  have  a  brave  man  to  deal  with?” 
cried  the  colonel,  in  anger  and  dismay. 

Tennessee  Tom  laughed  hoarsely. 

“Colonel,”  said  he,  “ye  don’t  know  us  yet.  W< 
hate  that  man  wuss  nor  you  do.  We  have  com< 
down  from  the  mountains  of  Kentucky  ’special]) 
to  kill  Davy  Crockett.  We  were  only  astonishes 
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a  little  at  combining  business  with  pleasure.  I 
owe  him  a  terrible  grudge.  He  had  me  tarred 
and  feathered  for  doing  a  little  work  down  at 


the  settlement.”  ,  A  .> 

“And  I  owe  him  a  terrible  hate,  snarled  the 

other  bushwhacker.  “Do  you  see  that  ray  le.t 
ear  are  gone,  and  part  of  my  nose  ?  Davy  Crock¬ 
ett  ruined  my  good  looks,  and  I  hev  sworn  to 
toast  him  over  a  slow  fire  some  day.” 

“Then  Davy  Crockett  is  doomed.  With  three 
such  wolves  after  him,  he  shall  never  escape. 

The  words  had  hardly  left  the  colonel  s  lips 
when  a  loud  crack  was  heard;  the  old  log  split 
♦in  twain,  as  though  riven  by  the  ax  of  a  woods¬ 
man,  and  a  human  figure  sprang  out  into  the  hi  e- 
lio-ht.  All  of  them,  shrank  back  at  sight  of  the 
intruder,  and  a  shrill  crv  broke  from  the  colonel: 
“Davy  Crockett!” 


CHAPTER  II. — “Why  Don’t  Ye  Come  On, 
Wolves?” 

No  wonder  the  three  conspirators  were  con¬ 
founded  by  the  sudden  appearance  of  the  very 
rnan  upon  whose  death  they  had  been  deliberating 
with  such  coolness.  Davy  Crockett  had  lain  m 
the  old  log  all  the  time  they  had  been  conversing, 
and  when  the  colonel  had  pronounced  him  doomed 
he  had  made  his  appearance  as  if  called  up  by 
some  spirit  from  the  other  world. 

“Yes.  Davy  Crockett  is  here.  Gentlemen,  now 
is  your  chance  to  run  him  out.  Ye  never  had  a 
better  opportunity  to  earn  money,  and  ye  are 
cowards  if  ye  let  your  game  leave  this  place  I 
understand  your  hatred,  Tennessee  Tom,  and  the 
why  and  wharfore  of  your  spite,  Blue  Dick,  but  1 
swar  I  don’t  know  the  colonel;  never  met  him 
before,  and  his  feelings  toward  me  are  without 
'cause.  Well,  he  has  a  perfect  right  to  do  as  he 
chooses,  and  thar  don’t  live  the  man  who  has  ever 
seen  Davy  Crockett  Urn  tail  from  bar  or  human. 
Why  don’t  ye  come  on,  Wolves?” 

Brave  words',  coming  from  the  man  who  never 
knew  what  fear  was,  as  he  stood  there,  facing 
those  three  y/ho  had  sworn  to  have  his  life.  He 
could  have  used  his  rifle,  and  sent  a  bullet  through 
the  eye  of  anv  one  of  them,  had  he  so  chosen,  but 
he  forebore.  They  had  longed  to  try.  conclusions 
with  him  hand-to-hand,  and  Davy,  was  generous 
enough  to  give  them  the  opportunity,  little  reck¬ 
oning  how  much  risk  he  was  assuming  by  his 
action.  They  made  a  simultaneous  rush,  and 
there  was  no  way  of  escaping  it,  nor  did  Davy 
Crockett  make  the  attempt.  Davy  met  them 
with  a  square  issue,  and  in  another  moment  they 
were  whirling  around,  like  dervishes,  only  that 
their  intentions  were  more  productive  of  harm. 
Tf  the  young  backwoodsman  was  outnumbered, 
he  had  at  least  ore  satisfaction,  and  this  lay  in 
the  fact  that  every  time  he  struck  at  a  foe  he 
was  sure  of  hitting  one,  whereas  the  men  in  their 
eagerness  to  demolish  the  common  enemy,  and 
owing  to  the  quickness  of  the  man  with  whom 
V  ey  wrestled,  '’-ere  just  as  apt  to  strike  each 
other  as  themselves. 

TIPs  did  rot  Issf'long.  however.  Davy  Crockett 
was  not  the  lrao  to  engage  in  this  sort  of  game 
any  great  lengtr  of  time.  Whoo  he  grew  tired 
’it,  he  erected  muscular  powers  and  hur’e  1 
*<e  men  av  ay  Then  he  had  to  look  sharp,  for 


the  colonel,  with  a  cry  of  baffled  rage,  as  if  fear¬ 
ing  lest  their  intended  prey  was  about  to  escape 
them,  sprang  at  him  like  a  wildcat,  with  uplifted 
knife,  but  Davy  wrested  the  keen  blade  from  the 
gloved  hand.  A  moment  he  held  the  mysterious 
colonel  in  his  arms  as  though  to  hurl  him  to  the 
earth;  the  next,  he  sprang  back  hastily,  and 
glared  at  his  deadly  foe  as  if  amazed,  nay,  11O1  - 
rorstruck.  Whdt  terrible  mystery  was  this  ?  x  ne 
form  he  had  momentarily  clasped  in  his  arms  was 
that  of  a  woman!” 


CHAPTER  III.— The  Lone  Cabin. 

Darkness  lay  upon  the  ground.  The  solitary 
person  who  made  his  way  along  through  the 
labyrinth  of  trees  seemed  to  be  guiding  himself 
more  by  instinct  than  aught  else.  It  was  with 
some  difficulty  that  he  continued  his  course,  but 
as  he  possessed  an  indomitable  spirit  he  pressed 
on  until  finally  there  appeared  in  the  distance 
what  might  at  first  have  been  taken  for  a  star, 
but  which  he  knew  full  well  was  the  light  of  a 
lamp  or  candle  in  a  cabin.  As  if  the  Sight, 
though  half  unexpected,  cheered  him  on.  the  lone 
wanderer  hastened  his  steps,  and  in  the  course 
of  a  Tittle  while  found  himself  standing  just  out- 
side  the  cabin. 

He  was  either  a  very  reckless  man  or  else  fa¬ 
miliar  with  his  surroundings,  for  he  did  not  pause 
a  minute  to  discover  who  and  what  the  occupants 
of  this  lone  hut  so  far  away  from  all  civilization 
were,  but  immediately  gave  a  loud  and  somewhat 
authoritative  knock  upon  the  door.  After  some 
little  hesitation  inside  the  door  was  opened,  and 
there  appeared  the  form  of.  a  stalwart  giant  in 
the  opening. 

“Good  evening,  stranger.  I  am  a  belated  trav¬ 
eler,  and  coming  by  chance  upon  your  cabin,  I 
determined  to  demand  shelter  for  the  night.  \  ou 
will  not  refuse  me  lodgings,  I  trust.  I  will  pay 
you  well.” 

“Waal,  stranger,  we  don’t  keep  no  tavern  here, 
but  I  reckon  we  kin-  lodge  ye  till  mornin’  if  so 
be  ye  kin  put  up  with  our  fare.  *  Step  right  in,” 
said  the  giant,  in  a  gruff  voice,  as  be  ma  ie  way 
for  the  other  to  pass  by,  which  he  did. 

When  he  entered  the  cabin  the  stranger  found 
himself  in  the  presence  of  two  old  women,  who 
mumbled  out  some  words  of  greeting  and  went 
on  with  their  knitting,  one  on  each  side  of  the 
fireplace.  Both  of  them  *ore  caps,  and  kept 
their  faces  in  the  shadow,  as  if  the  light  were 
too  much  for  them,  and  they  were,  following  up 
their  work  more  by  instinct  than  anything  else. 
Thtre  was  also  a  man  in  the  room,  a  fellow  with 
a  sour  face,  whom  the  giant  introduced  as  his 
brother  Tom.  He-  himself  was  called  Saul  Bates. 
The  old  women  were  relatives  left  on  his  hands, 
a  couple  of  old  mummies,  he  called  them,  as  deaf 
as  posts  and  well-nigh  dumb.  Presently  from  out 
the  other  room,  evidently  the  kitchen,  came  a  girl 
bearing  some  edibles  for  the  rough  table,  which 
was  already  set. 

Such  a  vision  of  beauty  in  this  den  the  young 
hunter  had  never  expected  to  see,  and  he  eo’dd 
not  but  give  a  low  exclamation  of  surprise.  The 
young  girl,  too,  seemed  astonished  at  his  pres¬ 
ence.  and  after  she  removed  her  eyes  from  him 
the  young  man  noticed  that  she  glanced  from  me 
to  another  of  the  others  in  a  sort  of  pitiful  way. 
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that  increased  his  suspicions.  v  Presently  the 
>;  ranger  made  the  diseowry  that  their  knitting 
e:  a  t'aree,  lor  the  articles  had  not  increased  in 
■-ire  a  particle.  Without  appeariBg  to  do  -o,  he 
asr  -c  vt :  sharp  glances  at  the  two  silent  fig¬ 
ure  s,  ami  as  the  light  in  the  kitchen,  moved 
c.tner  W\  accident  or  purposely  by  the  young 
;  it  ',  fell  upon  the  face  of  one  of  them,  he  could 
avul\  repress  a  low  cry  of  wonder. 

Those  two  silent  mummies,  the  twin  knitters, 
who  seemed  to  be  working  by  machinery,  and  yet 
accomplished  nothing,  were  men  in  disguise!  Dur¬ 
ing  that  brief  interval  between  the  time  of  his 
giving  the  knock,  and  when  giant  Saul  opened, 
the  door,  they  had  hastily  donned  each  a  dress,’ 
fastened  on  a  cap,  and,  knitting  in  hand,  seated 
:hemselves  in  the  convenient  comers  of  the  fire¬ 
place.  He  now  knew  himself  to  be  in  a  den  of 
: hiev-es,  and  hardily  knew  what  it  was  best  to  do. 

After  supper  the  giant  asked  him  if  he  would 
not  like  to  go  to  bed,  as  he  was  tired,  and  he 
himself  would  have  to  go  out  on  business,  as  there 
were  some  cattle  in  the  woods  that  had  to  be 
driven  into  their  inclosure.  Seeing  that  his  pres¬ 
ence  was  not  needed,  the  hunter  acquiesced,  and 
apologized  for  taking  his  rifle  to  bed  with  him  by 
saying  that  he  could- not  sleep  without  his  hand 
upon  it,  which  was  a  very  plausible  excuse  for 
thi'  suspicious  action. 

Taking  the  sputtering  candle,  the  giant  led  Inn: 
ni)  a  pair  of  squeaky  stairs  from  the  kitchen. 
There  was  a  pile  of  old  skins  in  the  loft,  ana,  bid¬ 
ding  him  to  use  them  as  a  couch,  the  giant  left 
him  the  candle  and  went  down.  The  hunter  mov¬ 
ed  about  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then  blew  out 
the  light.  This  action  revealed  several  cracks 
in  the  rickety  floor,  and,  lying  down  upon  the 
skins,  he  applied  his  eye  to  one  of  these  orifies, 
through  which  the  light  came,  but  could  not  see 
much. 

Almost  half  an  hour  went  by.  Then  a  creaking 
(ui  the  stairs  told  him  that  some  one  was  ascend¬ 
ing.  Suspecting  the  man’s  motive,  he  drew  in 
long  respirations,  as  thouugh  lost  in  sound  slum¬ 
ber,  apd  presently  had  the  satisfaction  of  hearing 
the  spy  retreat  down  the  stairs  again.  Quickly 
the  hunter  applied  his  ear  to  the  crevice.  What 
he  heard  was  not  calculated  to  impress  him  very 
favorably;  in  fact,  it  was  enough  to  make  him 
shudder. 

“Well?”  said  the  giant,  as  the  spy  entered  the 

room. 

•‘He’s  sound  asleep,  sure  enough,  Saul,”  return¬ 
ed  the  other,  who  was  the  black-faced  pirate  Tom. 

“Then  his  goose  is  cooked,  said  a  third  gruff 
voice;  evidently  one  of  the  mummies  had  spoken. 

“’D'ye  know’ who  the  critter  are?”  demanded 
another. 

“.Vo;  some  wanderin'  hunter,  1  reckon.” 

“Wrong  again.  That  man  are  a  spy  here,  sent 
by  hi-  comrades  to  find  out  our  secrets  so  that 
t nee  kin  come  here  anti  wipe  us  out.  I’ve  seen  the 
pizen  critter  afore.  He  are  Davy  Crockett. 

This  information  .'temed  to  create  much  con- 
*  ter  nation  among  the  horse-thieves  of  the  lone 
ranch,  a^d  thev  remained  in  consultation  for  over 
an  hour,  the  murmur,  but  not  the  import  of  what 
the  1  ere  aying,  reaching  the  ears  of  the  young 
,  jr‘r  in  the  loft.  It  was  not  far  from  midnight 
v  *"*■  n  a  ere  a  king  on  the  old  stairs  told  the.hunte. 
It.,  .  ou!d-be  as.-a-sins  were  creeping  up,  and 


with  every  nerve  arid  .muscle  set,  and  eyes  strain¬ 
ed  to  then*  utmost  Uii  ;o.-.,  he  awaited — what? 


CHAPTER  IV.— Davy’s  Double. 

The  situation  was  a  thrilling  one  indeed. 
Crouching  within  six  feet  of  the  stairs,  he  held 
his  rifle  in  his  hands,  with  the  hammer  drawn 
back.  Not  a  tremor  could  have  been  seen  to 
shake  the  hunter’s  frame,  and  this  was  most  re¬ 
markable,  for  the  danger  was  so  very  serious. 
Who  was  this  man  of  nerve?  They  had  called 
him  Davy  Crockett.  Could  this  be  so?  On  this 
same  night,  at  the  hour  this  hunter  rapped  at 
the  cabin  door  and  asked  for,  shelter,  the  br-ave 
man  whom  we  saw  facing  death  miles  away  was 
keeping  at  bay  Tennessee  Tom  and  his  two  allies. 
One  of  them  was  Davy  Crockett.  Was  the  other 
his  wraith  ? 

They  were  counterparts,  but  which  the  true  and 
which  the  false?  Ay,  there  lay  the  rub!  The 
truth  must  beeorne  manifest  as  our  story  pro¬ 
gresses,  and  until  that  time  they  can  both  sail 
under  the  time-honored  name  of  Davy  Crockett. 
That  the  struggle  before  him  was  to  be  a  severe 
one  the  young  man  knew  full  well,  but  he  was 
accustomed  to  standing  up  in  his  own  behalf',  and 
had  not  the  slightest  fear  of  the  thing.  Pres¬ 
ently  he  saw  something  slowly  protruding 
through  the  opening. 

It  was  the  head  of  a  man.  As  it  did  not  bear 
any  resemblance  to  the  huge  head  of  the  giant, 
nor  the  bushy  one  of  the  man  he  had  introduced 
as  his  brother,  Davy  concluded  that  it  must  J>e 
one  of  the  men  who  had  been  so  artfully  disguis¬ 
ed  as  old  women.  Davy  silentlv  clubbed  his  rifle, 
and  as  the  fellow  came  up  another  step  brought 
it  down  on  his  head.  Instantly  the  man’s  head 
vanished  from  view.  Davy  heard  no  groan  that 
would  indicate  how  much  the  fellow  was  hurt, 
but  he  received  the  information  in  another  wav, 
for  there  came  to  his  ear  immediately  after  he 
had  delivered  the  telling  blow,  short,  heavy 
thumps  as  of  a  sodden  body  making  the  descent 
of  the  stairs.  Then  succeeded  silence  deep  and 
profound.  Davy  Crockett  changed  his  location, 
moving  back  and  yet  keeping  his  eyes  upon  the 
opening  so  as  to  be  ready  "in  case  of  another  as¬ 
sault,  intending  this  time  to  make  use  of  the 
bullet  inside  of  his  gun. 

The  silence  was  speedily  broken.  It  was  well 
for  Davy  that  he  had  had  the  good  sense  to  move 
back,  for  there  suddenly  came  the  sharp  report 
of  a  gun  below,  and  a  bullet  tore  through  the 
rotten  boards  where  he  stood  when  he  delivered 
that  telling  blow.  Evidently  the  scoundrels  had 
judged  well  as  to  his  whereabouts.  The  hunter 
groaned  as  though  in  great  pain,  and  a  loud  shout 
came  from  below,  as  if  the  three  men  had  been 
fully  deceived. 

One  of  them,  the  man  whom  giant  Saul  had 
introduced  as  his  brother,  made  a  dash  up  the 
stairs,  intending  to  see  what  the  result  of  the 
shot  had  been.  He  found  out.  The  sha,rp  report 
of  Davy’s  rifle  rang  out,  and  with  a  whoop  the 
nran  dashed  down  the  stairs  again  with  a  bullet 
lodged  in  his  arm.  He  had  made  his  appearanoe 
so  hastily  that  Davy  had  been  granted  no  time 
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for  aiming,  yet  he  had  fired  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment,  with  what  effect  has  already  been  seen. 

Again;  silence  came  on  those  below,  but  their 
feelings  can  be  imagined  when  they  heard  the 
hunter’s  laugh  of  defiance.  Where  the  next  blow 
would  come  from  Davy  could  not  tell,  and  yet  it 
hardly  seemed  probable  that  they  would  try  the 
stairs  again,  after  having  had  such  bad  luck  in 
that  quarter.  While  he  was  waiting  and  wonder¬ 
ing,  he  fancied  he  heard  a  noise  behind  him. 
Turning  like  a  flash,  he  waited  for  a  repetition, 
which  speedily  came.  Then  he  remembered  that 
there  was.  a  small  aperture  in  that  corner,  evi¬ 
dently  intended  to  serve  in  lieu  of  a  window.  It 
had  no  glass,  and  was  hardly  anything  but  a  mere 
slit  in  the  wall  through  which  even  a  child  could 
not  pass. 

He  crept  over  to  ]±  for  an  observation,  not  for¬ 
getting  to  be  careful,  lest  this  was  a  ruse  of  the 
enemy  to  draw  his  attention  while  they  made  an 
attack  in  another  quarter.  Lighting  a  match  by 
means  of  his  tinder,  to  his  amazement  hex  found 
that  a  pole  was  poking  in  at  this  little  window, 
on  the  end  of  which  was  a  piece  of  paper.  This 
he  took,  and  this  was  what  h'e  read  in  letters  that 
told  of  an  educated  writer: 

“Watch  the  roof;  escape  as  soon  as  you  can.” 


CHAPTER  V.— “Then  Woe— Woe  to  You,  Trai¬ 
tor!” 

/ 

Davy  Crockett  may  have  often  been  surprised 
during  his  eventful  life,  but  it  would  be  easy  to 
affirm  that  he  never  received  such  a  shock  as 
when  he.  sprang  back,  and,  glaring  at  the  mys¬ 
terious  colonel  who  seemed  to  hate  him  with  all 
the  fury  of  a  fiend  from  Hades,  realized  that  this 
to  him  unknown  person  was  a  woman.  So  far  as 
he  knew,  he  had  never  seen  her  before,  and  as 
he  tried  to  place  his  female  friends  before  him, 
he  found  the  task  too  much.  There  was  not  one 
of  the  limited  number,  so  far  as  he  could  then 
remember,  wffio  would  answer  for  the  person  now 
before  him. 

The  two  men  whom  he  had  hurled  back,  as 
with  the  strength  of  a  young  Hercules,  had  turn¬ 
ed,  and  were  about  to  follow  up  the  assault,  when 
they  noticed  the  attitude  of  Davy  and  the  strange 
colonel,  standing  there  like  a  couple  of  tiger  cats, 
and  glaring  into  each  other’s  face.  It  was  a  stir¬ 
ring  spectacle.  Davy  himself  was  the  first  to 
break  in  upon  it,  and,  drawing  himself  suddenly 
erect,  he  gave  a  light  laugh. 

“All,  ha,  my  tigress;  I’ve  l’arned  something. 
All  I  want  to  know  now  is  your  motive,  and  who 
you  are.  Thar  will  come  a  time  of  reckoning 
between  us,  but  that  time  hasn’t  come  yet.  Keep 
back,'  ye  wolves,  or  I'll  redden  the  forest  leaves 
with  your  life  blood.  Back — back,  I  say!” 

With  one  agile  leap,  Davy  Crockett  had  re¬ 
gained  possession  of  his  rifle,  which,  as  will  be 
remembered,  he  had  hurled  aside  upon  the  open¬ 
ing  of  the  assault.  This  time  he  did  not  hold 
the  faithful  weapon  by  the  barrel  as  though  about 
to  use  it  as  a  club,  but  the  hammer  was  drawn 
back,  and  the  frowning  muzzle  of  the  piece  bore 
upon  the  two  men. 

“Now,”  Davy  continued,  “I  want  both  of  you 


wolves  from  Kentucky  to  know  this,”  and  his 
face  became  sober  on  the  instant,  his  eyes  flash¬ 
ed  with  fire,  and  a  frown  marked  his  brow.  “Both 
of  ye  have  been  exiled  from  the  Tennessee  for¬ 
ests.  Your  lives  will  be  the  stakes  wherever  ye 
are  found.  I  shall  let  it  be  known  that  ye  have 
returned,  and  ye  will  be  shot  on  sight.  Beware, 
then,  while  thar  is  time.  As  for  this  person” — 
and  the  hunter  looked  keenly  at  the  mysterious 
colonel — “who  and  what  kind  of  a  creature  it  may 
be,  I  don’t  know,  but  it  will  not  be  safe  to  try 
this  game  again.” 

They  dared  not  advance  upon  him,  and  stood 
there  r  like  fierce  (animals  held  at  bay.  Three 
against  one,  and  vet  they  dared  not  attack  him. 
It  seemed  more-  like  a  mockery  than  reality.  As 
for  the  colonel,  he  was  a  study  as  he  stood  there, 
shrinking  back  from  the  glance  of  Davy  Crock¬ 
ett’s  eye,  and  yet  with  his  face  expressive  of  the 
most  diabolical  hate,  while  his  hands  worked  nerv¬ 
ously  as  if  anxious  to  close  around  the  throat  of 
the  hunter. 

Davy  took  one  last  look  at  this  mysterious  per¬ 
son.  Had  he  met  .her  before,  and,  if  so,  where  ? 
Surely  if  he  had  wronged  her  so  much  that  she 
should  hate  him  in  this  way,  he  ought  to  rernem- 
ber  the  incident;  but  cudgel  his  brains  as  he 
might,  he  could  not  bring  to  his  mind  any  scene 
in  the  past  that  seemed  connected  with  the  mys¬ 
terious  colonel.  Perhaps  it  was  a  case  of  mis¬ 
taken  identity,  but  if  so,  he  could  not  understand 
it,  for  had  he  not  heard  the  offer  &f  five  hundred 
dollars  for  the  life  of  Davy  Croclcett?.  The  fu¬ 
ture  would  probably  explain  it,  but  he  was  very 
anxious  for  the  time  to  come  when  he  could  solve 
the  mystery.  Somehow  he  was  greatly  interested 
in  this  woman  who  had  gone  to  such  lengths  tp 
right  a  real  or  fancied  wrong,  and  would  Ipmw 
more  of  her. 

With  a  .mocking  farewell  he  bade  the  triodook 
out  for  themselves  in  the  future,  and  then  backed 
away  until  the  shadows  hid  him  from  view.  When 
he  had  gone,  the  colonel  lifted  high  his  hand,  and 
in  a  fierce,  strained  voice  hissed: 

“You  have  slipped  us  this  time,  Davy  Crockett; 
but  the  day  of  reckoning  is  near,  and  then  woe — 
woe  to  you,  traitor!” 


CHAPTER  VI.— The  Tiger’s  Den. 

/ 

The  warning  received  by  the  young  hunter  in 
the  loft  of  the  lone  cabin  had  evidently  been  given 
to  him  by  the  girl  who  had  once  before  warned 
him.  He  looked  up  at  the  roof  to  see  a  man’s 
body  coming  through  the  scuttle  hole.  Davy 
grasped  his  knife  and  gave  it  to  the  man  in  the 
breast.  The  man  slid  back  down  the  roof.  Davy 
now  decided  that  was  his  best  way  out  of  a  diffi¬ 
culty,  and  he  sprang  through  the  scuttle  hole. 
Sliding  down  to  the  edge  of  the  roof,  he  hung  by 
his  hands  for  a  second  and  allowed  himself  to 
drop  down.  As  he  alighted  on  the  ground  a  hand 
was  laid  on  his  arm.  Turning  around  he  came  face 
to  face  with  the  girl  who  had  warned  him.  When 
he  was  about  to  speak  the  girl  whispered : 

“We  will  meet  again.  Beware  of  Paul  Bates 
and  his  men,  for  you  have  their  secret,  and  they 
will  hunt  you  like  a  wolf!  Leave  me  now,  and 
fly  to  yonder  forest  I” 


dead  game 


Tinning,  fvavy  bounded  away  into  the  depths 
of  the  forest. 

There  dwelt  in  the  forests  of  Tennessee  at  this 
time  a  gentleman  who  was  called  by  his  neigh¬ 
bors  a  rich  man.  He  was  the  possessor  of  a  fine 
stable  of  horses,  and  bought- and  sold  horses  as  a 
speculation.  The  squire  was  an  old  widower,  who 
had  a  maiden  sister  living  with  him  as  a  sort  of 
mother  to  his  one  child — Ruby  Carroll.  She  was 
a  beauty. 

There  was  residing  at  the  squire’s  mansion  a 
young  man,  who  was  Ruby’s  cousin.  He  had 
come  from  some  city,  and  it  was  supposed  he  was 
Ruby’s  betrothed.  But  it  appeared  that  Davy 
Crockett  had  rescued  Ruby  from  a  runaway 
horse  some  time  previously,  and  ever  after  that 
Davy  was  her  hero. 

One  day  while  reading  a  book  in  the  grounds 
of  the  mansion  a  young  man,  slender  and  fair, 
appeared  before  her.  Asking  who  he  was,  the 
stranger  told  her  he  had  heard  that  Ruby  was 
acquainted  with  D.avy  Crockett,  and  he  had  come 
to  warn  her  againfet  that  person,  as  he  was  a  vil- 
vain  and  that  he  had  deceived  a  girl. 

Ruby  bridled  up  in  an  instant  and  said  she  did 
not  believe  it.  Thereupon  the  stranger  flung  his 
hat  to  the  ground,  and  Ruby  saw  before  her  a 
woman,  beautiful,  but  stern  and  determined. 

Two  men  stood  beside  an  old  dead  tree  in  the 
forest. 

“You  will  not  fail  me,  Ralph?” 

“I  will  not,  senor.  Your  wishes  shall  be  car¬ 
ried  out  in  regard  to  the  girl.  Meet  us  at  the 
second  bend  of  Willow  Run  at  midnight.” 

They  parted.  Hardly  had  they  gone  when  a 
face  peered  out  from  a  hole  in  the  dead  tree  and 
Davy  Crockett,  whom  we  last  saw  parting  from 
the  mysterious  colonel,  said:  “What  a  rascal  he 
is,  plotting  with  Ricardo,  the  horse  thief!  Let 
him  dare  lay  a  hand  on  the  girl!” 

He  descended  to  the  ground  and  set  off  after 
the  horse  thief.  He  had  not  gone  far  before  he 
heard  voices  and  he  stepped  toward  a  crevice  in 
a  wall  of  rock.  Suddenly  his  feet  slipped  from 
under  him  and  he  slid  down  amid  a  group  of 
fierce-looking  men,  upsetting  several  and  extin¬ 
guishing  their  light. 

That  the  advent  of  young  Davy  Crockett  cre¬ 
ated  no  little  excitement  among  the  horse  thieves 
can  be  readily  imagined. 

Thus  affairs  stood.  Davy  Crockett,  not  bewil¬ 
dered  in  the  least  by  the  strange  and  dangerous 
nature  of  the  situation  into  which  circumstances 
had  thrown  him,  lost  no  time  in  gaining  his  feet 
again.  All  through  his  rapid  transit  he  had  re¬ 
tained  a  firm  clutch  of  the  rifle  that  had  been 
such  a  friend  to  him  in  times  past,  and  he  knew 
that  he  held  at  least  one  life  within  its*. barrel. 
What  to  do  in  such  a  crisis  would  have  puzzled 
almost  any  man.  It  was  utterly  out  of  the  ques¬ 
tion  for  him  to  leave  in  the  same  manner  that 
he  ad  entered  it,  and  being  totally  ignorant  of 
the  -ual  means  employed  by  the  horse  thieves 
in  going  to  and  from  the  underground  retreat,  he 
mo  t  certainly  could  have  no  hope  of  finding  it  in 
the  gloom  that  now  surrounded  him. 

Dave  knew  full  well,  however,  that  the  first 


thmg  for  him  to  do  was  to  break  away  frpm  the 
cncie  of  foes  that  environed  him.  Should  a  light 
be  brought  while  he  was  still  among  them,  his 
chances  of  escape  would  be  considerably  lessened 
Grasping  his  rifle  by  the  barrel,  he'  began  to 
sweep  the  air  in  front  of  it  with  it,  taking  in 
only  a  small  space,  vet  twice  the  weapon  met  re- 
sistance  and  on  each  occasion  the  yelp  of  terror 
?.nd  th,e  'oud  U?ud  that  followed  told  that  a  horse 
thief  had  received  the  full  benefit  of  the  blow 
and  had  gone  down  to  search  for  those  who  had 
been  upset  by  Davy  during  his  entrance  to  the 
P  w.  5e  nLow  moved  away  from  the  band.  As' 
he  left  the  band  behind  him  there  was  wild  dis¬ 
order  among  the  men,  and  several  stentorian 
voices  were  bawling  for  a  light  with  as  much 
vigor  as  though  they  were  summoning  spirits  of 
the  cavern  to  make  their  appearance  with  the  de¬ 
sired  means  of  illumination. 

The  young  bear  hunter  passed  swiftly  along  for 
a  dozen  yards  through  the  darkness.  True,  there 
was  a  chance  of  his  being  precipitated  into  some 
terrible  chasm  that  might  yawn  before  him,  but 
ne  did  not  believe  that  any  such  existed  in  this 
chamber  where  the  horse  thieves  seemed  to  gath¬ 
er.  His  progress  was  suddenly  brought  to  an 
abrupt  close  by  a  wall.  After  making  his  way 
along  this  for  some  distance,  and  finding  it  circu- 
lai  in  shape,  he  began  to  despair  of  ever  finding 
a  means  of  hiding  from  the  outlaws  in  their  own 
den. 

Finally ,  \\  hen  he  saw  that  one  of  the  men  was 
striking  a  light,  he  knew  that  his  situation  was 
desperate,  and,  impelled  bv  some  motive  he 
clambered  up  the  face  of  the  wall,  which  at.  this 
point  was  very  rough,  and  presented  good  facili¬ 
ties  for  climbing.  Somewhat  to  his  surprise  and 
delight,  he  found  that  after  ascending  a  dozen 
feet  or  more,  he  came  to  a  ledge,  and  just  as  he 
crawled  upon  this  the  torch  flashed  up  again,  il¬ 
luminating  the  cavern  as  if  by  a  score  of  candies. 

Peering  over  the  rocks,  Davy  saw  the  men 
looking  m  all  directions  for  some  signs  of  the 
individual  who  had  come  so  suddenly  among 
them.  But  for  the  fact  that  he  had  left  evidence 
of  his  presence  among  them  in  the  shape  of  sev¬ 
eral  bruised  heads,  the  horse  thieves  might  have 
finally  reached  the  conclusion  that  thev  had  been 
visited  by  a  spirit;  but  these  tangible  proofs  were 
enough  to  completely  upset  any  such  theory.  One 
,  le  n?en  suddenly  uttered  an  exclamation  of 
satisfaction,  and,  leaping  forward,  picked  some 
ob.iect  from  the  ground.  Davy  saw  what  it  was 
instantly. 

“My  cap  so  help  me  spirits  of  my  departed  an¬ 
cestors.  The  game  is  up,”  he  muttered. 

It  was.  The  cap  was  held  up  to  view,  and  from 
the  lips  of  several  present  there  fell  the  name 
of  the  young  bear  hunter; 

“Davy  Crockett!” 

The  fact  that  the  intruder  was  so  well  known 
a  character  seemed  to  create  some  little  excite¬ 
ment  among  the  horse  thieves.  Several  of  these 
worthies  wore  complete  masks,  and  Davy,  looking 
at  them  critically,  felt  positive  that  these  were 
men  well  known  among  the  settlers,  and  that 
^ere  these  masks  but  torn  aside,  he  would  make 
startling  discoveries.  No  wonder,  then,  that  these 
men- were  terribly  excited  when  the  familiar  name 
of  Davy  Crockett  passed  from  lip  to  lip. 

For  some  time  they  searched  without  re.ult 
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although  they  peered  into  every  crevice,  and 
searched  behind  every  boulder;  and  many  of  them 
were  about  to  give  it  up,  when  a  shout  from  one 
of  their  number  told  that  the  truth  had  been  dis¬ 
covered.  In  another  minute  the  face  of  the  wall 
was  black  with  climbing  figures,  and  peering  over 
the  edge,  bold  Davy  Crockett  found  himself  gaz¬ 
ing  down  into  the  dark  faces  of  the  desperadoes, 
who  glared  at  him  like  a  score  of  tigers. 


CHAFFER  VII. — “My  Hate  Is  Like  an  Adder’s 

Sting.” 

Ruby  Can-oil  was  rendered  dumb  for  the-  time 
being  ‘by  the  startling  revelation  made  by  the 
mysterious  stranger.  That  he  should  prove  to 
be  a  woman  in  disguise  was  startling  enough  for 

anybody.  ,  ,  .  .  . 

Still  fear  tugged  at  her  heartstrings,  and  she 
was  compelled  to  assume  a  demeanor  she  did  not 
feel  in  order  to  disguise  from  the  eyes  of  the 
other  the  state  of  mind  she  was  in. 

“So  you  are  a  woman,  after  all.  Well,  I  do 
not  show  signs  of  fearing  you  now,  do  I  ?  Then 
go  on  with  your  story;  but  let  me  tell  you  ere  you 
begin  that  my  faith  in  Davy  Crockett’s  love  and 
honor  cannot' be  shaken.  I  know  not  what  your 
obiect  is  in  coming  here  after  this  manner,  but 
this  I  do  know — I  love  Davy  Crockett  with  all 
my  heart  and  soul,  and  though  an  angel  from 
Heaven  came  to  denounce  him.  yet  would  I  be¬ 
lieve 'him  innocent,  until  with  his  own  lips  he 
told  me  it  was  so.  Speak  on,  madam,  but  I  have 
warned  you.” 

The  black  eyes  resumed  their  old-time  fierce 
flash,  and  Ruby  could  hardly  keep  from  shiver¬ 
ing  when  she  saw  that  beautiful  face  assume  the 
expression  of  a  fiend. 

“A  fig  for  your  warning!  If  nothing  else  will 
convince  you  of  that  man’s  perfidy,  I  shall  bring 
him  to  you,  and  denounce  him  in  your  presence. 
He  will  not  dare  to  deny  the  truth  wh*en  he  looks 
into  my  face.” 

“Do  that,  and  then  will  I  believe;  but  until 
then  nothing  can  convince  me.  Still,  I  would 
hear  your  story.  Perhaps  I  can  understand  from 
that  where  you  make  your  mistake.  Have  you 
any  objection  to  telling  it?” 

“On  the  contrary,  I  came  here  expecting  to  do 
so.  First  of  all,  let  me  ask  you  something. 
Where  was  Daw  Crockett  last  spring?” 

The  answer  came  promptly: 

“He  was  off  on  a  long  hunt.  He  had  a  hunting 
lodge  far  up  north  of  here,  and  he  spent  three 
months  or  so  there.” 

“Those  three  months  were  spent  in  my  society 
for  the  most  part.  It  was  early  in  February  when- 
he  came,  and  May  when  he  basely  deserted  me. 
What  you  have  said  proves  to  my  soul  that  1 
have  been  in  the  right.  Listen  to  me,  then,  girl 
with  the  golden  hair,  and  in  a  few  words  I  shall 
tel!  you  how  your  fine  Davy  Crockett  wooed  a 
Kentucky  maid  only  to  cast  her  love  aside  with 
a  laugh. 

“Six  months  ago  Rachel.  Morrow  was  the  hap¬ 
piest  girl  among  the  fair  mountains  of  fair  Ken¬ 
tucky,  living  with  her  father,  who  is  a  well-to-do 
farmer  and  retired  merchant.  She  could  ride  the 
wildest  horse,  leap  a  five-barred  gate,  race  with 


the  best  of  them,  and  shoot  almost  as  well  as 
the  crack  shots.  Rachel  had  plenty  of  admirers, 
but  she  gave  all  of  them  the  cold  shoulder  when 
Davy  King  came  upon  the  scene,  for  by  this 
name  was  your  hunter-lover  known  in  that  Ken¬ 
tucky  district. 

“She  was  soon  madly  in  love  with  him,  and  he 
basely  deserted  her.  Had  she  been  an  ordinary 
gild,  she  would  have  withered  away  and  died  af¬ 
ter  this  action  on  the  part  of  the  man  she  loved, 
but  Rachel  Morrow  was  a  Kentucky  lass,  and 
when  she  learned  the  truth,  she  made  a  solemn 
vow  that  Davy  King  should  pay  for  his  treachery 
with  his  life.  Her  love  was  turned  to  bitter  hate, 
and  with  this  intention  in  view,  she  left*the  home 
of  her  father  and  followed  her  traitor-love iw 

“She- has-  tracked  him  to  this  place,  and  in  Davy 
Crockett  discovered  the  man  whom  her  relentless 
hate  will  follow  till  one  or  both  may  be  no  more. 
I  do  not  have  cause  to  hate  you,  fair  girl,  for 
perhaps  you  loved  him  long  before  I;  but  be  has 
wrecked  my  life,  and  so  long  as  I  live  I  shall 
hunt  him.  Death  hovers  over  your  lover,  girl! 
My  love  was  great,  but  he  has  changed  me.°ami 
now  my  hate  is  like  an  adder’s  sting,  fatal  and 
sure!” 

Fake-  care.  Rachel  Morrow;  you  are  not  alone 
in  this  matter.  My  love  for  Davy  will  be  to  him 
a  shield  through  which  your  venom  cannot  pierce. 
I  too  am  a.  woman,  who  would  do  and  dare  much 
when  fully  aroused,  and  if  you  harm  my  Davy 
I  shall  strike,”  and  ■  Ruby’s  eyes  flashed  as  she 
spoke. 

“What!  Can  I  not  convince  you  that  what  I 
am  telling  you  is  the  truth?  Would  you  have  me 
bring  Davy  Crockett  on  his  knees  before  me  in 
your  presence?  Even  then  I  fancy  you  would 
forgive  him.  -A  Kentucky  girl  would  possess 
more  spirit.” 

“Hold!  Do  not  insult  me,  Rachel  Morrow. 
Did  I  find  Davy  Crockett  guilty  of  what  you  sav, 
1  would  send  him  from  me  in’  scorn  and  tearing 
his-  image  from  my  heart,  think  of  him  only  as 
one  too  low  for  a  tear  or  a  sigh.  What  you  seek 
to  gain  by  this  I  know  not,  unless  you  think  to 
rack  his  heart  by  a  separation  from  me.  Leave 
me  now,  lest  you  1  •>  discovered  bv  some  one. 
This  I  tell  you  in  parting.  I  love  and  trust  Davy 
Crockett  even  as  you  hate  him,  and  if  vou  raise 
your  dagger  against  his  life,  beware  that  you  do 
not  find  another  woman’s  hand  between  you  and 
your  prey,  ready  to  strike  in  his  defense.  Flee! 
I  hear  footsteps;  some  one  comes.  Haste'-  lest 
you  be  discovered.” 


CHAPTER  VIII.— A  Leap  in  the  Dark. 

Davy  jCroekett  never  knew  what  it  was  to 
feel  a  twinge  of  fear.  He  was  ready  to  meet  his 
foes  whenever  the  time  arrived  for  the  struggle, 
and  it  must  even  now  be  close  at  hand,  for  the 
human  tigers  could  climb  the  wall  with  a  facility 
equal  to  his  own.  He  had  in  his  hands  his  faith¬ 
ful  irifie,  and  was  ready  to  give  them  the  contents 
of  this  as  a  first  Reminder  of  his  presence. 

Just  below  him  was  the  first  of  tbe  horse 
thieves  who  had  managed  to  climb  the  wall,  and 
who.  if  suffered  to  continue  unmolested  for  half 
a  dozen  more  seconds,  would  have  been  beside 
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him.  Davy  thrust  the  muzzle  of  his  rifle  over 
the  edge  ot  the  ro*.k.  and  pulled  the  trigger. 
The'e  was  a  stunning  report  that  was  doubly  in- 
tens. lied  by  the  eontined  nature  of  the  piaee  in 
which  the  explosion  occurred,  and  then  came  a 
wiki  cry  of  anguish,  as  the  unfortunate  man  at 
w  hom  the  weapon  was  aimed  loosed  his  hold  and 
fell  over  backward.  In  his  fall  he  managed  to 
dislodge  a  couple  of  his  companions,  and  the  re¬ 
sult  was  tha^i  the  whole  three  w’ent.  down  in  a 
heap,  two  living  and  one  dead.  Davy  wasted  not 
a  second,  bo;  ciubbing  his  ride,  he  commenced  a 
vigorous  assault  upon  the  rest  of  the  outlaw- 
band. 

The  effect  of  this  was  speedily  made  plain,  for 
while  some  of  them  went  down  with  ciacked 
heads,  others  with  crushed  fingers  and  sore  arms, 
the  remainder,  not  wishing  to  share  in  the  gener¬ 
al  demoralization  leaped  . from  the  wall  of  rock 
and  gained  the  ground  belpw,  where  they  retired 
to  a  safe  place  and  held  a  council  as  to  what 
should  be  done.  It  did  not  take  the  horse  thieves 
long  to  decide  upon  what  move  they  had  better 
make,  and  when  this  was  done  they  separated 
like  a  swarm  of  bees.  .Davy  saw  that  the  time 
for  action  had  now  arrived;  as  he  himself  had 
decided  upon  a  neat  little  plan  while  the  others 
were  in  council,  he  determined  to  forestall  them 
in  getting  it.  into  execution. 

The  two  men  who  held  the  torches  had  found 
crevices  in  which  to  thrust  them.  It  was  the 
very  first  principle  on  the  part  of  Davy  to  bring 
darkness  upon  the  scene.  He  had  noticed  that 
there  was  quite  a  large  opening  in  the  face  of 
the  wall,  which,  though  out  of  his  reach,  could 
^  be  readily  gained  by  art  agile  leap.  This  would 
not  have  been  anything  for  the  young  bear  hunt¬ 
er  had  he  been  granted  a  certain  amount  of  light 
by  which  to  accomplish  the  task;  but  to  deliber¬ 
ately  extinguish  the  torches  and  then  take  the 
leap  in  the  dark  required  no  little  amount  of 
courage,  it  must  be  confessed. 

lie  saw'  no  other  way  of  getting  rid  of  his 
enemies,  and  while  he  hoped  this  crevice  might 
lead  him  to  an  opening  of  some  kind,  still  it 
would  be  of  service  to  him  even  if  he  w-ere  com¬ 
pelled  to  lie  low-  and  let  the  horse  thieves  guess 
whither  he  had  vanished.  There  was  no  time  to 
lose.  *  ' 

Davy  Crockett  was  never  known  to  miss  such  a 
shot.  With  the  report  of  his  pistol  one  of  the 
torches  was  hurled  a  dozen  feet  away  and  totally 
extinguished  by  the  concussion. 

Quickly  raising  his  rifle,  he  took  aim  a  second 
time.  As  before,  w'ith  the  report  the  torch  flew7 
from  its  hold,  and  being  dashed  to  the  ground, 
was  instantly  extinguished  Darkness  came  upon 
the  scene;  onlv  the  smoldering  torches,  looking 
two  glowing  evil  eyes,  on  each  side  of  the 
cavern,  were  to  be  seen.  Up  jumped  Davy  Crock¬ 
ett,  slipped  the  strap  of  his.  rifle  over  his  shoul¬ 
der-,  stood  for  a  few7  seconds  upon  the  brink  of; 
the  ledge,  and  fhen  exerting  all  his  muscular 
force,  he  sprang  forward  like  a  stone  hurled  from 
a  catapult. 


CHAPTER  IX.— “That  Face!” 

“Thic,  then,  is  the  end  of  all  mv  dreams.  Here 
a rr  I  an  outcast  from  my  home,  a  wanderer  in 
a  strange  land,  the  associate  of  criminals,  and 


all  for  love  of  that  man.  Oh,  that  I  could  open 
the  flood  gates  of  heaven  and  pour  down  upon 
his  head  the  accumulated  stores  of  vengeance 
that  have  been  reserved  for  him!  Glpdly  would  I 
turn  the  wheel  that  would  bring  hit  to  destruc¬ 
tion.” 

The  girl,  wdio  had  given  her  name  to  Ruby  as 
Rachel  Morrow,  was  standing  alone  in  the  somber 
shades  of  the  great  forest.  She  stood  with  bow7ed 
head. 

It  was  while  she  stood  thus  that  a  voice  broke 
m  upon  her  musings,  coming  from  directly  be¬ 
hind  her.  When  the  owner  of  it  had  come  upon 
the  scene  she  had  not  the  least  idea;  but  she 
had  not  even  heard  so  much  as  the  rustle  of  a 
leaf  to  ind.cate  either  his  coming  or  his  presence. 

“You  are  in  trouble,  sir.  Can  I  help  vou  in 
any  way?  Thar  may  be  something  I  can  do.” 

The  fact  of  the  man’s  presence  was  enough  to 
startle  the  girl,  and  she  wheeled  instantly.  As 
she  did  so,  and  her  eyes  fell  upon  the  face 'of  the 
man  who  stood  within  six  feet  of  her,  she  gave 
utterance  to  a  cry  of  mingled  amazement  and 
rage.  She  seemed  almost  petrified  bv  the  sight, 
and  could  only  gasp  tw7o  wrnrds,  but  all  the  venom 
of  ner  passionate  nature  was  certainly  contained 
in  them; 

“You  here?” 

The  other  laughed  musically. 

“Well,  if  there  may  be  any  doubt  on  the  sub¬ 
ject.  I  am  wiling  to  be  nut  to  the  proof.  I  have 
for  the  last  few  minutes  been  standing  here,  to 
the* be  t  of  my  knowledge,  and  now  I  repeat  my 
offer.  If  I  can  be  of  any  help  to  ye,  command 
me.” 

This  was  the  David  Crockett  we  saw7  in  the 
lone  cabin,  among  the  outlaw's.-  The  eves  of  the 
disguised  girl  seemed  to  flash  liquid  fire,  as  if 
Ins  words  pierced  her  soul. 

‘‘You  help  me?”  she  said,  in  a  strange  tone. 

Just  what  f  said,  stranger.  Reckon  ve  don’t 
bar  me  any  ill-will  on  that,  account  I  kind  of 
think  ye  must  be  in  trouble  of  some  sort,  and 
I’m  always  willing  to  help.” 

The  accommodating  stranger  seemed  to  be  mak¬ 
ing  the  offer  in  good  faith,  but  the  disguised  girl 
only  glared  at  him.  He  seemed  to  feel  this  after 
a  while,  for  he  moved  uneasily,  and  endeavored 
to  get  a  better  view7  of  th^pther’s  face,  but  the 
hat  bothered  ,him,  screening  the  features  as  it 
did  from  the  searching  glances  of  the  bright 
moon.  Suddenly  the  disguised  girl  assumed*  a 
fierce  attitude,  and  in  a  ’ow,  strain'  d  voice  said: 

“You  would  like  to  assist  me?  Well.  I  wili 
take  you  at  your  word.  I  am  in  search  of  a 
man.” 

“Very  good.  In  what  way  can  I  help  ye  thar? 
Command  me.”  said  the  young  hunter. 

“Listen  to  me  There  was  a  man  who  acted 
toward  me  the  Dart  of  a  liar  and  hypocrite  He 
deceived  me  with  false  promises,  and  then  de¬ 
serted  me.  I  have  seen  him  since  but  he  pre¬ 
tends  not  to  know  me.  #Ah,  he  is  conning — is  this 
son-  of  Satan.  What  do  you  think  would  be  a 
fitting  reward  for  a  man  who  had  broken  every 
sacred  tie.  severed  every  obligation  he  vas  in 
duty  bound  to  keep,  and  acted  the  scoundrel  i» 
every  w7ay  possible?” 

Eagerly  she  watched  his  face,  deeming  him 
actor  of  supreme  merit  for  showing  -<?  Iritle  erW" 
tion. 
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“Well,  I  must  say  ye  put  it  strong,  stranger, 
but  if  he  has  been  as  bad  as  ye  say,  then  thar  is 
nothing  he  deserves  so  much  as  death,”  he  re¬ 
plied. 

“Hal  You  have  spoken  your  own  doom,  fool!” 
she  cried  excitedly.  “Know,  then,  that  you  are 
the  man  whom  I  seek,  the  man  who  acted  the 
part  of  scoundrel  toward  me.  Yes,  it  is  death 
you  deserve,  and  the  time  has  come  when  that 
decree  must  be  carried  out.  You  have  pretended 
not  to  know  me,  but  think  not  I  have  failed  to 
lecogirxe  you,  Da'vy  King.  This  for  your  heart 
and  to  avenge  Rachel  Morrow!” 

As  the  disguised  girl  spoke,  she  sprang  at  the 
hunter  like  a  tiger.  The  knife  blade  gleamed  in 
the  moonlight,  but  it  was  not  destined  to  enter 
his  flesh,  for  suddenly  bestirring  himself,  he 
hurled  the  other  from  him. 

“What  would  ye.  mad  youth  ?  Have  a  care  how 
ye  handle  that  shax*p  blade,  or  it  may  be  the 
worse  for  you.  I  am  slow  to  anger,  but  ye 
nustnk  try  that  game  twice  with  me.” 

“Enough,  coward!  You  shall  not  leave  here 
without  at  least  looking  upon  the  face  of  the  wo¬ 
man  you  have  wronged!”  she  cried. 

“A  woman!”  lie  echoed. 

“Ay,  a  woman,  as  you  well  know.  Look  upon 
the  face  of  Rachel  Morrow,  your  deserted  bride, 
and  then  tremble,”  and  she  shoved  aside  her  hat. 

Again  the  long  black  tresses  fell  unconfined. 

“That  face!”  cried  the  young  hunter.  “Oh!  my 
soul!  Can  the  dead  come  to  life  again?”  • 

Young  Davy  Crockett  had  not  miscalculated 
when  he  made  that  leap  in  the  dark.  He  made 
the  ledge  and  the  hole  successfully.  Creeping 
through  the  hole,  he  entered  a  largo  cavern  con¬ 
cealed  by  a  buffalo  robe.  Hearing  footsteps,  he 
hid  behind  the  robe  and  presently  twc  masked 
men  entered,  removing  their  masks  as  they  did 
so.  One  of  them  was  Colonel  Doane  and  the 
other  a  settler  like  the  colonel,  but  who  was  sup¬ 
posed  to  be  dead  among  his  neighbors,  having 
been  hung  by  a  Kentucky  mob  for  his  vandal 
acts.  The  colonel  addressed  him  as  Red  Ralph, 
but  Davy  recognised  him  as  the  outlaw  Rube 
Rawlings.  Davy  learned  much  as  he  hid  there 
about  Major  Morrow’, s  daughter,  who  had  left 
her  home  mysteriously  to  hunt  for  a  recreant 
lover.  This  brought  to  Davy’s  mind  the  dis¬ 
guised  girl  who  had  assaulted  him.  Davy  craned 
his  head  forward  to  catch  all  they  were  saying, 
and  suddenly  Red  Ralph  saw  him.  He  was  dis¬ 
covered. 

Davy  acted.  He  sprang  forward  and  covered 
the  two  men  with  his  rifle.  The  colonel  now  saw 
him  and  was  amazed. 

“Colonel,”  said  Davy,  “pick  up  that  rope  at 
your  feet  and  bind  Red  Ralph’s  hands,  or  I’ll  ex¬ 
terminate  both  of  ye!” 

The  colonel  grumblingly  obeyed.  Then  Davy 
secured  the  colonel  in  the  same  way.  Then  he 
made  the  two  men  sit  down,  and  he  secm*ed  their 
legs. 

Then  Davy  said:  “Here  is  where  I  leave  Vou 
Good-by.” 

He  left  them  and  proceeded  to  a  certain  cave 
who-  a  ladder  led  down  to  a  lower  depth.  He 
descended  and  when  he  reached  the  bottom  a 
laug.  sounded  behind  him  and  the  ladder  was 


drawn  up.  Then  Davy  knew  he  was  in  a  trap  of 
some  sort.  Presently  he  heard  a  sound  of  foot¬ 
steps  and  suddenly  a  torch  flared  up  and  he  was 
seized  by  strong  arms.  He  struggled  with  his 
assailant,  but  in  a  moment  both  felt  their  feet 
stepping  on  nothing  and  the  two  foes  plunged 
down  into  the  horrible  depths  of  a  chasm. 

Rachel  Morrow  was  herself  astonished  at  the 
effect  her  disclosure  had  made.  Why  did  Davy 
stand  there  gazing  in  such  amazement? 

“Why  do  you  stare  at  me  so?”  asked  Rachel. 

“That  name!”  cried  the  hunter.  “Are  you  any 
relation  to  Archibald  Morrow?” 

“He  is  my  father,  as  you  well  know,  Davy 
King.” 

“I  am  not  Davy  King,  and  I  never  saw  you  be¬ 
fore.  I  am  Ross  Clayton,  once  your  sister’s 
promised  husband. 

“I  believe  you  now.  Rachel  often  spoke  of  you 
before  she  was  called  away.  I  believe  you  are 
true,  Ross  Clayton,  but  let  that  other  beware!” 
and  she  was  gone. 


CHAPTER  X. — A  Backwoods  Girl. 

Ruby  Carroll,  taking  her  accustomed  walk  that 
afternoon,  was  seized  and  carried  off  by  the  half- 
breed  Ricardo  and  another,  and  taken  to*  the  den  of 
thieves.  An  old  crone  attended  to  her  and  Ruby 
from  time  to  time  heard  her  talking  in  the  next 
room  with  a  person  whom  Ruby  took  to  be  a 
young  girl.  Looking  through  a  hole  in  the  par¬ 
tition  of  the  cabin  Ruby  saw  what  she  believed 
was  her  Davy  clasping  a  young  girl  in  his  arms. 
Was  it  a  fact  that  her  Davy  was  unfaithful  to 
her?  Soon  after  she  saw  them  leave  the  cabin. 

Ruby  threw  herself  upon  a  cot  and  wept.  Some 
time  after  she  heard  the  old  crone  fumbling  at 
the  door.  Ruby  seized  a  pistol  which  was  con¬ 
cealed  in  her  dress  and  when  the  hag  opened  the 
door  she  gazed  into  its  muzzle.  The  old  crons 
started  back  in  affright  just  as  a  knock  was 
heard  at  the  door. 

The  old  crone  was  taken  by  surprise.  She  had 
not  expected  anything  of  this  kind,  and  was. 
therefore,  unprepared  to  meet  it;  so  what,  with 
the  loud  knock  upon  the  door  and  being  con¬ 
fronted  with  Ruby’s  pistol,  she  stood  there  for  a 
full  minute  as  though  transformed  into  stone. 
She  knew  the  girl  held  the  upper  hand,  and  that 
for  her  to  attempt  such  a  thing*  as  carrying  out 
her  plan  would,  in  all  probability,  but  bring  upon 
her  the  doom  she  so  richly  deserved;  and,  being 
a  person  of  keen  perception,  together  with  an  un¬ 
usual  amount  of  cunning,  in  spite  of  her  usual 
ferocity,  she  saw  that,  in  the  present  instance, 
discretion  was  the  better  part  of  valor.  Besides, 
there  was  that  knock  to  be  attended  to.  There 
was  something  authoritative  that  seemed  to  ad¬ 
mit  of  no  delay  in  regard  to  it;  so,  with  a  mut¬ 
tered  threat,  she  turned  and  shuffled  from  the 
room. 

L  hen  the  old  nag  had  gone,  Ruby  gave  a  sigh 
ot  relief,  i  oi,  u  I  though  she  wcis  so  well  urnicd  uml 
capable  of  offering  such  determined  resistance, 
she  dreaded  an  encounter  with  the  she-wolf  of  the 
lone  cabin.  Although  she  was  left  alone.  Ruth 
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did  not  release  her  hold  upon  the  pistol  she  held 
m  her  hand.  She  noted,  with  a  sudden  thrill  of 
surprise  and  satisfaction,  that  in  her  haste  to 
reach  the  outside  door,  in  order  to  answer  the 
loud  knocks,  she  had  left  the  intervening-  door 
open,  or  at  least  partially  so.  Perhaps  this 
promised  some  hope. 

At  any  rate,  her  situation  could  not  be  made 
worse  by  the  change,  and  without  giving  the 
matter  even  a  second  thought,  she  glided  through 
tne  doorway.  It  was  at  a  most  opportune  mo¬ 
ment  for  the  success  of  the  little  plan  that  had 
come  into  her  head.  The  old  hag  was  busied  at 
the  door,  drawing  back  the  huge  bolt,  having 
passed  a  few  words  with  the  party  outside,  who 
seemed  in  a  desperate  hurry  to  enter,  judging 
from  his  mutterings  and  low  curses.  As  her  at¬ 
tention  was  wholly  taken  up  with  the  heavy 
wooden  bolt,  the  hag  did  not  see  the  lithfe  form 
that  glided  in  from  the  room  that  had  served  as 
a  prison. 

There  was  a  tallow  dip  burning  in  this* room 
also,  and  it  also  needed  trimming,  as  it  burned 
but  dimly.  Ruby  glanced  hastily  about,  and  see¬ 
ing  some  clothes  and  bearskins  hung  over  a  line 
in  the  comer  of  the  room,  she  made  haste  to  slip 
behind  them,  hoping  that  when  the  old  beldame 
and  her  visitor  were  in  the  other  room  searching 
for  her  she  could  slip  out  of  the  house  and  have 
a  chance  to  run  for  it.  By  this  time  the  old  hag 
had  managed  to  get  the  bolt  loose,  and  no  sooner 
was  the  door  opened  than  a  man  sprang  in  whom 
the  trembling  Ruby  recognized  as  the  one  who 
had  abducted  her.  In  truth,  the  fellow-  was  Ri¬ 
cardo. 

His  actions  upon  gaining  the  interior  of  the 
cabin  were  strange,  to  say  the  least,  for  he  im¬ 
mediately  turned,  and  slamming  the  door  shut, 
shot  the  bolt  into  its  socket  with  but  a  slight 
exertion  of  his  great  strength. 

“There  is  no  time  to  lose,  old  woman!”  he  cried, 
with  a  fierce  oath.  “We  must  to  work.  Five 
minr-tes  at  the  most  and  it  will  be  too  late.” 

“Why,  what  d'ye  mean,  man?”  demanded  the 
hag.  in  evident  alarm;  “are  ye  mad,  or  drunk?” 

“Neither,  old  fool.  Listen  to  me,  and  if  ever 
your  senses  were  on  the  alert,  let  them  be  now-. 
I  am  pursued.  Davy  Crockett  and  a  score  of  the 
Regulators  are  hot  on  my  heels-  with  a  blood¬ 
hound.  They  will  be  here  in  a  few  minutes,  and 
when  that  time  comes  you  must  act  the  innocent. 
In  the  meanwhile,  I  will  take  care  of  the  gal.” 

He  sprang  into  the  other  room  and  then  came 
to  a  halt  with  an  oath.  The  room  was  empty! 

“Curses  on  it,  the  gal  has  gone!”  he  yelled. 
“Old  woman,  your  life  shall  pay  for  it  if  she  es¬ 
capes.  She  could  not  have  got  out.  Ha!  There 
she  is  at  the  bolt  yonder.  Out  of  my  way,  witch 
pi  hades!”  and  hurling  the  hag  aside,  Ricardo 
sprang  out  into  the  other  room,  only  to  come  to 
a  dead  halt,  for  he  foiwl  himself  staring,  into  the 
dark  tube  of  a  pistol  held  by  the  brave  "ir1. 

It  was  a  dramatic  tableau! 


CHAPTER  XI.— “Davy,  Here  I  am:’ 

R;cardo,  the  half-breed  outlaw,  had  been  in 
many  a  hard  scrape,  and  for  years  past  had  seen 
frontier  life  in  its  roughest  aspect,  but  it  may  be 


GAME  .  .  9 

said  with  truth  that  he  was  never  nearer  death 
than  when  he  stood  there  in  the  lone  cabin  facing 
the  pistol  in  the  determined  hand  of  the  back 
woods  girl  he  had  carried  from  her  home  simply 
because  the  man  he  f  ared  and  obeyed  had  taken 
a  fancy  for  her  beautiful  face,  and  had  promised 
him  a  reward  for  the  act.  He  was  an  outlaw,  and 
the  hand  of  every  honest  man  along  the  border 
was  raised  against  him,  but  he  never  cared  for 
that,  and  had  many  a  time  run  risks  that  hail 
given  him  a  dare-devil  reputation  among  his 
fellows. 

This  hardened  wretch  recoiled  from  the  leveled 
pistol  of  the  border  girl,  and  it  was  plain  to  be 
seen  from  the  involuntary  action  of  the  hand, 
raised  ns  if  in  the  attempt  to  ward  off  the  bullet, 
that  he  was  even  more  alarmed  than  if  a  man 
had  held  the  weapon.  In  that  case,  the  feliov 
would  have  used  discretion  and  held  his  foes  at. 
bay,  but  in  the  mind  of  the  half-breed,  women 
were  such  fools  that  one  never  knew  what  to 
expect  from  them,  and  this  girl  would  evidently 
have  no  second  thought  about  the  matter  of  dis¬ 
charging  the  weapon.  On  the  whole,  it  occurred 
to  him  very  suddenly  and  forcibly  that  it  would, 
be  best  to  come  to  a  halt,  which  he  instantly7  did. 

“Don’t  shoot,  gal.  Have  a  care  now  how  ye 
aim  that  weapon  round  so  promiscuous-!  ike,  for 
it  might  go  off  and  the  consequences  be  disagree¬ 
able!”  he  exclaimed. 

“There  is  no  question  about  the  matter,  scoun¬ 
drel;  it  will  go  off,  and  the  consequences,  as  you 
say,  will  be  disagreeable,  but  to  you  alone^  Stand 
where  you  are.  Advance  a  step,  and  so  sure  a* 

I  am  here  I  will  send  your  soul  unbidden  before 
its  Maker.” 

Her  words  and  attitude  were  worthy  of  a  hero¬ 
ine,  artti  it  was  easy  to  see  that  she  meant  every 
word  she  uttered.  Ricardo  stood  there,  incapable 
of  motion.  If  he  placed  any  reliance  on  the  old 
hag,  his  confidence  was  sadly  misplaced,  for  she, 
too,  was  seemingly  frozen  into  a  state  of  inac¬ 
tivity  by  the  situation  of  affairs,  and  stood  there 
within  a  few  paces  of  the  half-breed,  her  red  eyes 
fastened  upon  the  girl’s  form  with  the  aspect  ox 
a  fiend.  Presently,  however,  upon  turning  his 
head  to  glance  at  her,  Ricardo  saw  that  she  was 
evidently  listening,  and  knowing  what  wonder¬ 
fully7  acute  hearing  the  hag  possessed,  he  under¬ 
stood  that  some  one  was  coming.  Even  as  this 
thought  flashed  into  his  mind,  it  became  a  convic¬ 
tion,  for  the  tramping  of  feet  was  to  be  heard 
outside.  The  hurried  footsteps  came  straight  to 
the  door,  upon  which  a  loud  knock  was  given. 

Ruby  gave  utterance  to  a  cry  of  joy,  for  sh* 
realized  that  she  was  saved.  Davy  had  come, 
and  with  him  help.  Although  that  scene  she  had 
gazed  on  would  never  leave  her,  and  she  knew 
Davy  was  lost  to  her  forever,  yet  in  this  moment 
of  peril  she  ignored  all  this,  and  only  remember¬ 
ed  that  Davy  had  been  her  lover,  and  that  he  was 
there  to  save  her  from  a  fate  she  dreaded  worse 
than  death. 

She  heard  the  half-breed  utter  a  fierce  oath  ami 
saw  him  look  quickly  around  as  though  anxious 
for  some  hiding  place,  or  a  means  by  which  he 
might  make  h\s  escape  from  the  hut  before  the 
friends  of  Davy7  Crockett  arrived  to  assist  him. 

No  wonder,  then,  that  Ricardo  and  the  old  hag 
showed  the  liveliest  kind  of  apprehension  when 
the  fact  became  so  apparent  that  Davy  Crockett 
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was  just  on  the  other  side  o!  the  door  and  his 
friends  near  at  hand.  As  for  Ruby,  she  had  ut¬ 
tered  a  cry  of  joy  when  she  heard  the  rush  of 
footsteps  outside,  followed  by  the  loud  summons 
on  the  door,  and  although  she  dared  not  turn 
away  from  her  two  foes  altogether  for  fear  they 
might  spring  forward  and  seize  her  upon  finding 
that  they  were  no  longer  menaced  by  the  deadly 
pistol,  yet  she  could  by  the  use  of  one  hand  grad¬ 
ually  slip  the  bolt  along,  having  been  enabled  to 
give  it  a  good  start  before  she  was  forced  to 
turn  at  bay.  It  was  a  time  of  intense  excitement. 

Every  inch  that  great 'wooden  bolt  moved,  the 
better  her  chances  seemed  to  become  of  being 
rescued  bv  her  friends,  while  the  two  standing 
there,  held  at  bay  by  her  pistol,  seemed  to  see 
their  doom  approaching  as  the  bolt  gradually  left 
its  socket,  yet  they  dared  not  leap  forward  and 
endeavor  to  retain  her. 

“Open  heBe!” 

The  words  ware  uttered  in  a  deep  voice,  and 
seemed  full  of  commanding  force.  Ruby  felt  a 
thrill  run  through  her  frame  at  the  thought  of 
having  the  game  in  her  hands.  With  Davy  on 
the  other  side  of  the  door,  the  two  enemies  held 
at  bay  with  her  revolver,  and  the  bolt  slowly  but 
surely  giving  way,  what  had  she  to  fear?  When 
that  strong,  stern  voice  gave  forth  the  summons 
to  open.  Ricardo  and  the  hag  each  started  vio¬ 
lently.  and  looked  meaningly  at  one  another,  but 
this  was  not  seen  by  the  girl. 

Strange  enough,  the  apparent  cowardice  of  the 
man  vanished,  and  in  its  stead  came  a  show  of 
bravery  that  would  have  been  commendable  had 
it  been  sincere;  but  there  was  an  object  behind  it, 
and  this  object  was  to  keep  the  attention  of  the 
girl  fixed  upon  him  as  she  pulled  the  wooden  bolt 
out  of  its  socket.  What  difference  this  would 
make  when  Davy  Crockett  entered,  it  would  be 
hard  to  sav,  but  a  brilliant  idea  bad  come  into 
the  head  of  Ricardo,  and  he  was  but  carrying  it 
out.  By  this  time  the  young  girl  had  drawn  the 
huge  bolt  and  the  door  swung  open. 

“Davy,  I  am  here!”  she  cried. 

A  form  sprang  through  the  open  doorway  and 
into  the  room.  Ruby  expected  to  see  the  two  con¬ 
federates  quiver  before  the  gaze  of  this  newcom¬ 
er,  but  instead  she  was  horrified  to  see  their  faces 
light  lip  with  grim  satisfaction.  Then  some¬ 
thing  of  the  truth  came  to  her,  and,  turning  quick¬ 
ly,  she  was  just  in  time  to  see  that  the  man  who 
had  entered  when  she  threw  open  the  door  was 
a  stranger  to  her,  when  he  slammed  the  door 
«hut  and  barred  it. 

The  next  action  on  the  part  of  this  energetic 
.stranger  was  to  snatch  the  pistol  from  the  hand 
of  the  young  girl,  and'  in  this  he  found  no  resist¬ 
ance.  for  she  was  so  dazed  by  the  falling  of  the 
castle  she  had  reared,  believing  that  the  new¬ 
comer  was  Davy,  that  she  hadAio  power  for  re¬ 
sistance  just  then. 

“The  hounds  are  close  by.  Whatever  you  in- 
•  tend  doing,  Ricardo,  do  not  lose  a  minute,”  said 
the  newcomer,  who  was  no  other  than  the  man 
the  half-breed  had  made  his  bargain  with,  and 
who  professed  to  he  so  deeply  smitten  with  the 
charms  of  Ruby  Carroll. 

“There  is  a  hiding  place  here;  woman,  if  you 
would  escape  the  fury  of  the  men  now  coming, 
lead  us  to  the  den  vcherever  it  may  be.  Hark! 


there  is  the  bay  of  the  hound  now  over  yon  in 
the  woods.  Quick,  if  you  would  save  us!” 

The  old  hag  had  been  about  to  express  her  sav¬ 
age  delight  at  the  new  turn  affairs  had  taken  by 
some  demonstrative  motion  toward  Ruby,  but 
this  demand  on  the  part  of  the  two  men  brought 
her  to  her  proper  senses.  She  showed  herself 
bold  and  active  a?  a  panther  when  there  was  any 
chance  of  escape,  and  without  losing  a  minute’s 
time,  sprang  to  the  middle  of  the  floor. 

Strange  to  say,  this  lone  cabin  of  the  forest 
had  floors  of  roughly  hewn  planks.  Stooping,  the 
beldame  picked  away  for  a  dozen  seconds  with  a 
broken  knife-blade  at  a  crack  in  the  floor,  while 
the  two  men  looked  on  in  feverish  impatience. 
Finally  she  uttered  a  fierce  cry  of  satisfaction, 
and,  rising,  drew  up  a  portion  of  the  flooring. 
It  was  a  rude  trapdoor,  some  four  feet  long  by 
half  as  many  wide,  and  the  beauty  of  the  whole 
affair  lay  in  the  fact  that  it  would  be  impossible 
for  the  keenest  eyes  to  detect  tY.s  trap,  unless 
warned  beforehand  as  to  its  presence. 

Hardly  had  this  been  accompT  shed  when  fhe 
newcomer  drew  out  a  silk  handkerchief,  and  with 
the  assistance  of  Ricardo,  this  was  fastened  over 
Ruby’s  mouth  despite  her  struggles  and  endeav¬ 
ors  to  cry  for  help.  One  half  shriek  alone  es¬ 
caped  her  lips,  and  then  the  cruel  handkerchief 
shut  off  all  further  sound.  The  intention  of  the 
fiends  was  very  evident,  for  they  were  about  to 
conceal  themselves  in  the  cavity  under  the  house, 
and  any  sound  from  their  captive  would  at  once 
reveal  their  hiding  place  while  the  game  would  be 
up.  This  action  on  their  part  had  just  been  ac¬ 
complished,  when  the  crashing  of  fotosteps  was 
to  be  heard  in  the  thickets  outside,  as  though 
some  one  had  caught  that  half-uttered  scream  of 
terror  and  was  bounding  forward  like  a  tiger  to 
the  rescue  of  the  young  girl. 

The  outlaw’  chief  quickly  stepped  into  the  hole, 
and  seemed  to  rest  upon  a  ladder  of  some  kind, 
for  when  only  the  upper  half  of  his  body  remain¬ 
ed  in  view’,  he  reached  up  and  took  the  girl  in 
his  one  arm,  holding  her  as  if  she  had  been  but 
a  feather  in  weight.  Then  he  vanished  from 
view.  The  other  quickly  followed/  and  when  his 
head  sank  below  the  level  of  the  floor,  the  old 
hag  made  haste  to  close  the  trap  upon  them,  thus 
shutting  them  in  Egvptiap  darkness.  Suddenly 
there  came  several  tremendous  blows  upon  the 
door,  as  if  given  with  the  stock  of  a  gun  or  the 
butt  of  a  stout  pistol. 

“Open  here!” 

The  voice  was  full  of  firmness,  and  the  hag 
dared  no  longer  remain  silent.  The  hag  kept 
silent  as  the  grave,  and  presently  there  came  an¬ 
other  series  of  blows  upon  the  door  that  shock 
the  house  and  threatened  to  break  in  the  obstruc¬ 
tion. 

“Who  is  it  comes  to  the  house  of  an  honest 
woman  at  this  hour  of  theupie'ht  and  threatens  to 
break  the  door  in?  Away  with  ye,  thieves  of  the 
forest;  we  have  nothing  here  to  tempt  ye.  Go, 
or  T  will  set  the  dogs  on  ye.” 

“Old  woman,  we  are  no  thieves,  but  honest 
men  searching  for  a  lost  girl.  I  will  give  you  a 
minute  to  open  to  us,  and  if  that  is  not  done, 
then  there  will  be  rough  work  done  here.” 

“Have  patience,  my  good  sirs,  and  I  will  open 
the  door.  The  bolt  is  heavy,  and  mv  strength  not 
what  it  used  to  be,”  said  tne  hag,  who  pretended 
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*hr  she  lr  d  been  working  away  at  the  bolt  all 

this  time.  ,  ,  ,  , 

At  one  time  her  strength  must  have  been  enor¬ 
mous.  but  age  weakened  her,  though,  for  that 
matter,  almost  any  man  would  have  found  her 
a  sturdy  antagonist.  Presently,  when  she  dared 
delav  no  longer,  the  jezebel  opened  the  door  Sue 
saw  a  dozen  men,  upon  whom  the  torebugnt  te  . 
with  a  weird  effect,  and  at  their  head  was  the 
man  who  had  beat  the  energetic  tattoo  upon  the 
cabin  door.  In  this  individual  the  beldame  rec¬ 
ognized  the  person  whom  they  had  so  recently 
attempted  to  slat'  in  the  most  murderous  fash¬ 
ion.  the  man  who  so  closely  resembled  Davy 
Crockett,  and  whom  even  Ruby  had  mistaken  .01 
her  lover. 


CHAPTER  XII. — “Mother  Moll,  Your  Game  Is 

v  p  • 


When  the  old  beldame  gazed  upon  the  face  of 
the  man  her  husband  and  his  friends  had  tried 
to  murder,  and  whom  she  still  believed  to  be 
Daw  Crockett,  as  the  men  had  declared  on  that 
occasion,  she  knew  that  the  game  was  up  so  far 
as  oretending  to  be  innocent  of  wrongdoing,  for 
he  would  remember  the  treatment  he  had  under¬ 
gone  in  this  lone  cabin.  Still,  she  was  determined 
r0  keen  up  her  pretended  show  of  innocence  m 
reference  to  the  young  girl  whom  they  sought  up 
to  the  verv  last  moment,  and  when  confronted  >\ 
am-  overwhelming  evidence  to  the  effect  that  the 
miss  in0,  girl  had  been  there,  then  it  would  be 
time  enough  to  brave  and  defy  the  anger  ot  her 

CaSo>lshe  became  silent,  drawing  within  the  shell 

of  reticence  and  watching  the  progress  of  the 

game,  remaining  on  the  defensive  herself  The 
voung  hunter  and  his  comrades  crowded  into  the 
bouse  Outside,  other  torches  were  to  be  seen 
and  it  was  evident  that  a  ring  of  the  settleis 
-surrounded  the  cabin  so  that  escape  from  it 
seemed  impossible.  When  she  looked  upon  the 
facP=  of  these  men,  the  hag  s^ddered.  f 01  then 
brows  were  knit,  and  their  eyes  fastened  stormy 
upon  her,  as  though  they  had  made  up  their 
minds  that  she  should  tell  them  where  the  gnl 
was  if  thev  had  to  tear  the  secret  from  her  hard¬ 
ened  heart  by  force.  There  was  but  a  minute 
consumed  in  searching  the  lower  part  of  the 
cabin,  and  as  of  course  they  found  nothing,  the 
young  hunter  once  more  confronted  the  hag. 

“Woman,”  he  said  sternly,  we  know  that  the 
eirl  was  here  a  minute  or  so  before  we  came  up, 
for  we  heard  her  scream.  It  was  impossible  foi 
anv  one  to  escape,  for  we  had  the  cabin  \\el 
surrounded  even  at  that  time.  Now  ve >  must 
-know  where 'you  have  hid  her  away  >ou  see 
men  here  who  are  sworn  to  do  my  bidding,  and 
unless  vou  tell  where  the  girl  is,  1 11  order  you 
killed  These  men  are  aroused  at  last,  and  e\ei.\ 
forest  wolf  on  two  legs  that  they  meet  is  bound 
to  go  under.  Speak,  now,  and  beware  how  >ou 
lie,  or  run  off  the  track,  for  we  are  not  to  be 

* Davy1  Crockett,”  she  gritted  out  between  her 
yellow  teeth,  “you  know  not  whereof  you  speak 
You  have  been  deceived,  for  there  is  no  girl  k.pt 
bv  force,  and  ain't  been.  Search  the  house 
if" you  will,  and  you’ll  find  that  I  speak  tne  truth. 


Move  than  that,  I  say  there  has  been  no  girl 

here.”  .  . 

“You  lie,  old  woman!  See,  nere  is  he  prooi 
that  crams  the  lie  down  your  ugiy  old  throat. 
Deny  it  now  if  ye  dare.” 

It  was  one  of  the  men  who  spoke  these  words 
in  a  clear,  ringing  voice.  He  had  come  from  the 
inner  room,  and  as  he  halted  in  front  of  the 
vindictive  beldame,  he  shook  in  her  face  some¬ 
thing  that  made  her  cower  back  with  a  snail 
of  rage.  A  cry  passed  around  among  the  men. 
There"  was  not  one  of  them  but  knew  that  object 
well,  and  the  man  who  had  found  it  had  well  said 
that  it  was  proof  conclusive  as  to  the  young  girl  s 
having  been  there.  It  was  Ruby  s  g\  psy  iiat. 

Beino-  0f  a  peculiar  shape,  and  the  only  one  ot 
its  kind  in  the  whole  neighborhood,  every  one 
had  come  to  know  it,  and  hence  the  fact  was 
made  as  plain  as  daylight  to  these  men  that  the 
missing  backwoods  girl  had  been  in  the  lone 
cabin,  no  matter  where  she  was  now  and  they 
were  also  ready  to  swear  that  the  lialf-muiiled 
scream  that  had  reached  their  ears  as  they  drew 
near  must  have  proceeded  from  Ruby  s  bPa* 

It  was  evident  to  the  old  woman  that  the  hand 
of  fate  was  too  much  for  her,  and  that  her  cun¬ 
ning  no  longer  had  a  chance  of  throwing  her  ene¬ 
mies  off  the  trail.  Still  she  made  no  attempt  to 
beo-  for  mercy,  but  stood  there  defiant  as  a  fierce 
tigress,  ready  to  use  her  claws  upon  the  first  man 
who  touched  her.  The  young  hunter  again  faced 
her  and  demanded  that  she  tell  what  had  been 
done  with  Ruby,  otherwise  he  would  no  longer  be 
surety  for  her  life:  but  the  beldame  maintained  a 
sullen  silence,  her  red  eyes  glancing  meanwhile 
from  one  to  another  of  her  enemies. 

The  men  could  restrain  themselves  no  longer, 
but  rushed  upon  the  hag,  who.  with  a  shrill 
scream  of  rage,  began  to  claw  about  her  like  a 
tigress*  but  although  her  nails  left  long,  deep 
scratches  upon  the  faces  of  several  of  her  ene¬ 
mies,  they  were  too  much  for  her,  and  presently 
she  was  secured,  with  her  hands  tied  behind  hei . 
There  she  stood,  breathing  heavily,  and  with  her 
red  eves  gleaming  with  that  peculiar  light  seen 
only  'in  serpents’  orbs.  The  settlers  were  now 
fully  aroused,  and  would  stop  at  nothing  until 
their  object  was  attained.  Besides,  the  very  as¬ 
pect  of  the  hag  was  repulsive,  and  their  young 
leader  knew  for  a  fact  that  she  was  associated 
with  those  who,  on  that  fearful  night,  would  have 
murdered  him.  A  rope,  with  which  they  had  come 
readv  provided,  feeling  that  it  would  be  needed, 
was  produced,  and  after  being  thrown  across  a 
rafter,  the  noose  was  slipped  around  her  skinny 
neck. 

“Now  tell  where  you  have  hidden  the  girl,  or 
we’ll  hang  ye  now,  and  here  in  yer  own  shanty. 
Will  vou  speak  or  die?”  cried  one  of  the  settlers. 

The  hag  faced  him  unflinchingly,  and  then 
calmly  spat  in  his  face.  With  an  oath,  the  man 
ordered  his  comrades  to  pull,  and  in  another  half 
minute  the  beldame  would  have  been  elevated, 
but  just  then  a  voice  fell  upon  theiv  oars  that 
made  them  jump,  and  particularly  the  young 
hunter.  Looking  around,  they  saw  standing  iff 
the  doorway  between  the  rooms,  the  young  giil 
of  the  cabin. 

“There  is  no  need  of  that,  gentlemen,  for  I  can 
give  you  the  information  you  seek.  See,  here 
under  your  very  feet  is  a  trap.  Lift  that  and 
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you  will  pee  a  hole.  In  that  den  you  will  find 
those  you  seek.  Mother  Moll,  your  gg^ne  is  up.” 

The  men  opened  the  trapdoor  and  called  for  a 
surrender.  But  no  answer  came  back.  They  had 
learned  from  the  young  girl  that  Ruby  was  taken 
from  the  room  by  two  men.  But  Davy  Crockett’s 
double  now  seized  a  candle  and  entered  the  cel¬ 
lar.  There  was  no  one  there  and  the  hag  re¬ 
fused  to  say  as  to  where  they  had  gone.  Leav¬ 
ing  half  of  hjs  men  at  the  cabin  he  took  the  other 
half  and  left  the  hut.  He  was  convinced  there 
was  a  passage  leading  from  the  hut  by  which 
Ruby  and  her  captors  had  either  escaped  or  were 
now  in.  and  he  determined  to  find  it  if  it  existed. 
It  was  a  task  in  the  dark  for  he  did  not  allow  a 
light  to  be  shown. 

They  neared  the  bank  of  the  stream  a  short 
distance  from  the  hut.  Here  it  was  fringed  with 
thick  clumps  of  bushes.  Suddenly  a  dark  object 
shot  out  into  the  stream.  It  was  a  canoe,  and  in 
it  evidently  were  those  they  sought.  They  dared 
not  fire  on  account  of  the  young  girl  wnom  they 
supposed  was  in  it  with  her  captors.  They  weie 
again  baffled. 


CHAPTER  XIII. — Donald,  the  Wolf-Slayer. 

“Halt!” 

The  demand  was  enforced  by  the' sharp  click 
of  a  rifle  lock,  which  added  strength  to  the  words. 
Jt  "as  miles  away  from  the  spot  where  last  we 
left  the  reader,  and  where  the  two  horse  thieves 
had  given  i.  e  settlers  the  slip,  taking  with  them 
1  avy  Crockett’s  sweetheart.  Gloomy  trees  waved 
their  great  branches  weirdly  overhead,  here  the 
mountains  reared  their  tops  toward  the  heav¬ 
ens.  there  g.eat  chains  e  Tended  that  seemd  to 
bad  into  a  region  of  darkness  and  chaos  that 
>  ould  rival  Dante  s  Inferno.  A  more  desolate, 
lOnely,  heaven-forsaken  country  heart  could  not 
wish  to  rest  upon,  and  the  first  thought  that 
would  naturally  spr’ng  into  the  mind  must  be 
that  if  the  e  lived  one  whom  the  crimes  of  the 
past  had  raised  every  man’s  hand  against  him, 
and  who  sou  nt  for  some  spot  where  he  could 
hide  himself  beyond  all  power  of  redemption, 
this  \  as  the  place  in  which  he  could  find  his 
heart’s  desire. 

Facing  the  two  horse  thieves  was  a  singular- 
looking  individual.  He  was  gaunt  in  person  and 
a  giant  in  strength.  His  face  was  hard  in  fea¬ 
ture  and  had  great  red  eyes  that  had  the  ap¬ 
pearance  of  a  demon's  orbs.  Long  white  hair 
and  beard  completed  his  looks  so  far  as  general 
aspect  was  concerned.  He  held  a  long  gun  in  his 
bony  hands,  and  his  whole  face  was  expressive  of 
wrath.  That  the  two  horse  thieves  were  not  ta¬ 
ken  by  surprise  was  evident:  to  tell  the  truth, 
they  had  sought  this  ghoul-like  place  in  search 
of  the  marvelous  man  who  confronted  them.  A 
few  words  passed  between  them,  and  then  the 
aspect  of  the  wild  man  of  the  gulch  changed. 

.  He  recognized  one  of  the  men  as  a  friend,  and 
'accepted  the  other  as  such  on  probation.  It  was 
the  night  succeeding  the  one  on  which  occurred 
those  exciting  scenes  in  the  lone  cabin,  and  yet 
they  were  hardly  half  a  day's  journey  away  from 
that  point.  The  moon  was  coming  up  in  the  east 
and  it  was  her  light  that  revealed  the  beetling 


cliffs,  towering  peaks  and  gloomy  chasms,  be¬ 
sides  showing  to  each  other  the  men  who  had  thus 
met  in  Nature’s  wildest  corner  of  the  universe. 

Knowing  full  well  that  the  whole  country  must 
be  aroused,  and  having  strong  belief  that  the 
cavern  of  the  thieves  was  either  in  the  hands  of 
the  vigiiants  or  else  besieged,  the  two  men  dared 
not  turn  their  steps  thither,  but  were  forced  to 
seek  another  asylum.  They  had  gone  several 
miles  down  the  river,  and  then  secreted  them¬ 
selves  and  their  captive  in  a  nook  on  the  shore. 
Here  they  would  be  safe  during  the  day,  but  when 
night  came  ag’ain  they  would  have  to  go  on,  for 
a  close  examination  by  the  settlers  would  be  apt 
to  disclose  it,  as  they  could  not  hope  to  remain 
here  more  than  one  day  without  discovery. 

When  daylight  gave  way  to  darkness  they  ieffi 
this  retreat  and  made  across  the  country.*  The 
young  girl  had  been  kindly  treated,  but  she  knew 
it  was  with  the  jealous  care  experienced  by  the 
tiger  over  his  intended  prey,  fearful  lest  it  should 
become  injured  and  deteriorate.  She  was  given 
no  chance  to  escape,  and  as  not  a  soul  came  in 
sight,  she  had  no  need  to  call  out.  Though  her 
soul  was  possessed  of  horror  at  the  prospect  be¬ 
fore  her,  yet  she  had  a  brave  heart  and  hoped 
for  the  best.  If  it  came  to  the  worst,  she  still 
had  the  little  pistol  that  Davy  had  given  her, 
and  which  had  already  done  her  so  much  serv¬ 
ice.  With  that  she  would  either  slay  the  man 
who  would  make  her  his  wife  or  become  herself 
the  bride  of  death.  Several  hours’  journeying 
had  brought  them  to  the  wild  place  where*  we 
have  witnessed  their  meeting  with  the  giant.  It 
had  been  their  intention  to  seek  his  presence,  so 
that  his  sudden  aopearance  caused  them  no  alarm 
and  a  minute  sufficed  to  put  them  on  good  terms 
with  him.  t 

That  this  white-haired  giant  was  an  outcast  of 
society  his  living  alone  thus  far  from  any  human 
habitation  proved,  and  yet  the  settlers  knew  of 
no  particular  reason  why  he  should  be  hunted, 
and  had  always  let  him  alone.  Every  how  and 
then  he  would  stalk  into  one  of  the  larger  settle¬ 
ments  and  hand  over  a  dozen  or  two  wolf-scalps, 
receiving  the  bounty  at  that  time  paid,  and  after 
making  a  few  needful  purchases,  ammunition 
among  the  rest,  he  would  again  vanish  in  a  mys¬ 
terious  manner.  He  had  become  known  as  Don¬ 
ald,  the  Wolf-Slayer,  and  by  that  name  there  was 
not  a  man  in  the  Tennessee  backwoods  but  who 
knew  of  him  at  least. 

Where  he  had  his.  abode  no  one  seemed  to 
know,  for  it  was  among  the  wild  regions  on  the 
border  of  the  mountains,  a  place  where  no  man 
among  them  ever  dared  go  willingly,  for  it  was 
considered  but  a  fit  spot  for  devilish  incantations, 
and  the  home  of  those  in  league  with  Satan.  The 
wolf-slayer  had  a  face  that  might  not  have  been 
absolutely  ugly,  but  the  perpetual  scowl  upon  it 
rendered  it  forbidding,  and  men  knew  that  he 
would  never  have  been  so.  continually  scowling  as 
if  in  memory  of  the  past.  Led  by  this  giant,  the 
two  horse  thieves,  together  with  their  captive, 
plunged  at  once  into  a  chasm,  where  the  dark¬ 
ness  was  so  intense  that  Ricardo  could  barely 
make  out  the  form  of  his  guide. 

Even  the  two  men  shuddered  as  they  looked  up 
and  saw  the  tops  of  the  two  cliffs,  hundreds  of 
feet  above  their  heads,  and  realized  the  frightful 
position  they  were  in.  After  much  of  this  sort 
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of  traveling,  the  giant  lighted  a  torch,  and  then 
led  them  along  dangerous  precipices,  where  a 
misstep  would  precipitate  them  to  a  terrible 
death,  until  finally  he  entered  a  cavern  of  no 
mean  dimensions.  This  grew  in  size  as  they  ad¬ 
vanced,  until,  when  the  giant  guide  came  to  a 
pause,  and  by  thrusting  the  torch  into  a  crevice 
in  the  wall,  gave  them  to  understand  that  they 
had  reached  the  end  of  their  journey,  they  found 
themselves  in  an  immense  amphitheater,  larger 
than  the  largest  building  in  the  world,  and  which 
would  have  seated  thousands  upon  tens  of  thou¬ 
sands;  yet  the  roof  was  only  lofty  in  the  middle, 
and  where  they  came  to  a  halt  could  not  have 
b  1  over  thirty  feet  from  the  rocky  floor. 

ihere  were  many  things  scattered  around  that 
would  have  told  them  that  they  had  come  to  the 
end  of  their  tramp,  even  had  the  actions  of  the 
giant  failed  to  do  so.  The  young  girl  sank  wear¬ 
ily  upon  a  pile  of  furs,  and  then  looked  around 
her,  while  the  men  began  to  kindle  a  fire,  which 
speedily  leaped  into  life,  illumining  the  great 
cavern  as  if  by  a  score  of  puny  torches  combined. 
A  singular  object  caught  the  girl’s  attention. 

Hanging  from  the  roof  was  a  queer  arrange¬ 
ment  that  looked  like  an  iron  cage,  though  one 
could  not  see  ‘through  it  on  account  of  some  sub¬ 
stance  beside  the  bars.  •'Above  the  top  of  this 
was  a  man’s  head.  The  iron  cage  had  an  occu¬ 
pant — perhaps  some  unfortunate  man  against 
whom  the  giant  had  a  spite.  Some  unfelt  current 
of  air  was  slowly  moving  the  hanging  cage  this 
way  and  that.  As  it  turned,  the  man's  face  came 
toward  her,  and  she  uttered  a  sharp  cry.  The 
face  was  that  of  Davy  Crockett! 


CHAPTER  XIV. — Inmate  of  the  Iron  Cage. 

No  wonder  Ruby  Cai*roll  gave  utterance  to  a 
cry  of  mingled  amazement  and  horror  when  her 
— r/es  fell  upon  the  face  of  the  man  in  the  cage, 
for  she  recognized  it  as  that  of  Davy  Crockett,  he 
to  whom  her  love  had  been  given,  and  who  had 
been  left — as  she  thought — with  the  fair  girl 
who  was  her  rival,  at  the  lone  cabin  in  the  forest. 
The  iron  cage  was  slowly  turning,  moving  half¬ 
way  around  in  a  revolution,  and  then  back  again. 
She  had  not  had  the  slightest  suspicion  of  what 
she  was  about  to  see  when  she  watched  that  sta¬ 
tionary  head,  and  the  truth  came  to  her  like  a 
thunderbolt.  Davy  a  prisoner  in  this  terrible 
cage  ? 

What  fearful  spite  the  giant  must  have  against 
the  young  backwoodsman  to  imprison  him  thus. 
Very  naturally  the  cry  of  the  girl  had  alarmed 
the  three  men  who  were  still  kneeling  around 
'„he  fire,  and  they  sprang  to  their  feet  at  once,  two 
of  them  feeling  at  once  for  weapons,  no  doubt 
believing  they  were  to  be  set  upon  either  by  hu¬ 
man  foes  of  some  sort,  or  else  by  the  fearful 
dragonlike  animals,  unknown  to  the  world,  which 
weie  aid  to  still  occupy  these  dark  recesses  and 
chasms  among  the  mountains. 

A  strange,  quavering  but  fierce,  burst  of  seem¬ 
ing*  v  fiendish  yells  that  came  from  one  of  the 
pa.  are,  leading  from  the  great  cavern  at  this 
moment  but  added  impetus  to  their  alarm,  and, 
crouching  again,  they  held  weapons  in  their 
hands,  and  glared  into  the  surrounding  darkness. 
As  for  the  giant,  he  exhibited  none  of  this  fear. 
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The  young  girl’s  attention  had  been  drawn  from 
the  swinging  iron  cage  for  a  moment  or  so  by 
the  actions  of  the  three  men,  and  now,  as  she 
lifted  her  hand  to  point  to  it,  she  also  raised  her 
eyes  once  inoie,  shuddering  at  the  idea  of  their 
agam  resting  upon  that  still  well-loved  one  in 
sucn  a  terrible  piedieament.  To  her  utter  amaze¬ 
ment,  she  could  see  no  sign  of  a  human  head 
above  the  cage.  There  hang  the  heavy  article, 
slowly  turning  this  vvay  and  that,  but  'the  head 
of  her  lover  had  vanished  in  a  most  mysterious 
manner.  Even  while  she  felt  the  most  power¬ 
ful  surprise,  she  comprehended  that  there  was 
something  wrong  about  the  matter,  something 
that  was  even  unknown  to  the  giant,  a^ul  she 
was  careful  not  to  betray  Davy. 

“What  is  that  terrible  thing  swinging  there 
like  a  living  object?”  she  cried.  . 

The  giant  laughed  at  this. 

.  “Well,  truth  to  tell,  I  don’t  blame  ye  for  get¬ 
ting  skesied.  That  non  cage  is  intended  f.qr  a 
man.  With  every  blow  that  riveted  the  bars  to¬ 
gether,  I  drove  his  cursed  name  into  the  iron. 
The  day  is  coming  when  my  hand  shall  faff  on 
him,  and  then  let  him  beware.  When  once  I 
get  him  in  that  cage,  I  shall  sit  here  and  listen 
to  him  groan  and  curse  the  hour  when  he  made 
an  enemy  of  Donald,  the  Wolf-Slayer.  Ay,  his 
groans  wiH  be  music  in  my  ears.  Let  Davy 
Crockett  look  his  last  upon  the  sun  when  once 
he  enters  this  den!” 


"What!  Do  you,  too,  hate  Davy  Crockett?” 
cried  the  two  men. 

“Hate  him!  Hate  that  man?  Why,  the  feel¬ 
ing  you  bear  him  is  but  child’s  play  compared 
with  the  mad  blood  that  leaps  through  my  veins 
even  at  the  mention  of  his  name.  Some  years 
have  passed  sim'e  he  wronged  me,  but  to  me  it 
seems  but  yesterday.  Ah!  T  shall  wring  tears 
of  blood  from  him  for  that!  Enough  of  Davy 
Crockett;  I  cannot  bear  his  name  without  feeling 
the  old  eagerness  to  crush  him.  £'east  your  eyes 
upon  that  cage,  girl;  they  tell  me  you  are  his 
love.  Look,  then,  upon  what  fate  has  destined 
shall  be  the  coffin  of  Davy  Crockett!” 


Then  he  turned  and  rejoined  the  others.  Dancy 
the  feelings  of  Ruby  Carroll,  knowing  as  she 
did  that  the  man  against  whom  these  terrible 
threats  were  breathed,  and 'for  whom  the  iron 
cage  had  been  wrought  by  its  maker,  was  even 
then  inside  the  slowly  revolving  structure.  Could 
the  giant  have  found  this  out,  would  he  not  have 
been  perfectly  wild  with  joy?  One  effort  of  h;s 
muscular  arm,  and  the  top  of  the  cage  would 
have  been  hurled  into  place,  when  the  young- 
hunter  would  find  himself  facing  the  doom  that 
had  been  prepared  for  him. 

Ruby  was  in  a  tremor  for  fear,  and  that  he 
would  make  an  examination  of  the  iron  cage, 
when  the  startling  truth  must  be  readily  discov¬ 
ered,  with  what  result  could  not  be  foreseen.  It 
was  singular  beyond  all  comprehension,  too,  how 
Davy  Crockett  could  be  here  when  she  had  left 
him,  as  she  thought,  in  the  old  cabin;  but  then 'a 
day  had  passed  since  then,  and  much  could  be 
done  in  that  time.  Now  and  then  she  ventured 
to  steal  a  glance  in  the  direction  of  the  cage, 
and  several  times  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  young 
hunter.  While  he  was  looking  at  her,  however, 

.  on  one  of  these  occasions,  other  eyes  caught  sight 
;  of  his  head,  and  a  fiendish  yell*  from  the  giant 
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riveted  the  attention  of  all.  There  he  stood,  the 
picture  of  savage  delight,  his  eyes  glued  upon 

“Am  1  awake,  or  dreaming?”  he  cried,  for  1 
could  have  sworn  T  saw  his  face  above  his  comn 

vonder.”  ,  ,  ,  ,,  , 

It-  was  true.  Davy  Crockett  was  at  that  \ei> 

moment  crouching  in  the  iron  cage.  When  ve 
last  saw  Davy  he  had  gone  over  a  precipice  m 
company  with  one  of  the  horse  thieves  But 
Daw  had  been  saved  by  a  miracle.  He  had  fallen 
into  a  crevice  half-way  down  and  landed  on  a  bed 
of  leaves  which  broke  his  fall.  He  vas  stunne 
but  not  injured.  He  climbed  back  up  the  wall  to 
a  passage  which  brought  him  to  the  den  of  the 
giant.  He  had  climbed  to  the  cage  to  examine 
it  when  the  giant  and  his  party  arrived  and  thus 

he  was  forced  to  stay  there.  ,  , 

With  a  roar  the  giant  now  rushed  toward  the 
cage.  Suddenly  a  pistol  shot  sounded  and  the 
giahit  fell  to  the  floor  of  the  cavern.  Then  a 
figure  bounded  out  of  the  cage  and  rushed  oft 
into  one  of  the  passages  leading  from  the  ca\em. 

The  giant  was  not  killed,  however.  He  sprang 
to  his  feet,  crying:  “Come  with  me,  we  have  him 

\s  the  "two  horse  thieves  followed  after  him 
they  heard  fierce  howls  on  ahead.  -  Then  they 
came  upon  a  great  pit,  and  the  giant  lit  a  toi  ch¬ 
it  was  a  den  of  wolves,  and  it  was  crowded  with 

the  animals.  ,  . 

“Look!”  cried  the  giant.  “There  lies  his  cap. 

At  last  my  revenge  has  come!  They  are  tearing 


him  apait! 

But  it  was  not  Davy  they  were  tearing.  He 
had  come  to  the  edge  of  the  pit  and  seeing  a 
large  piece  of  meat  there,  possibly  put  there  to 
feed  them,  he  had  kicked  it  into  the  pit,  thrown 
his  cap  among  them  also,  and  had  hidden  in  a 
crevice  a  short  distance  back. 


CHAPTER  XV. — Hoodwinked. 

The  deception  practiced  upon  the  giant  was 
eery  clever,  and  that  he  was  deceived  was  not  so 
great  a  wonder.  It  was  horrible  to  see  the  giant 
standing  there,  gloating  over  what  he  thought 
was  the  corpse  of  his  enemy  which  the  wolves 
were  rending  to  pieces;  and  even  the  two  horse 
thieves  stood  back,  as  has  been  said  before,  un¬ 
able  to  look  upon  the  disgusting  spectacle. 

Had  they  but  retreated  half  a  dozen  more 
paces,  they  would  have  prevented  the  escape  of 
Davy  from  the  crevice  in  which  he  had  ensconced 
himself.  When  the  two  horse  thieves  and  their 
comrade  passed  by,  Davy  had  crouched  low,  in 
suspense  as  to  whether  they  would  discover  him 
or  not,  and  as  the  sequel  proved  he  was  fortu¬ 
nate  in  this  respect.  He  crept  out  of  the  crevice, 
and  moved  off  with  the  tread  of  a  tiger,  yet, 
perhaps,  had  it  not  been  for  the  racket  the  wolves 
and  giant  kept  up,  they  might  have  heard  the 
rattle  of  a  stone  as  his  foot  moved  it,  or  some¬ 
thing  else  that  would  cause  them  to  turn,  when 
the  whole  truth  would  be  revealed. 

What  weapons  Davy  possessed  were  rendered 
useless  by  the  fact  that  he  had  no  ammunition, 
for  when  he  found  himself  in  the  chasm  his 


powder  horn  was  gone,  and  that  of  the  horse 
thief  who  had  been  killed  was  saturated  by  the 
water  of  the  little  stream  into  which  he  had 
fallen.  His  knife,  too,  had  became  lost  in  the 
struggle  that  preceded  his  fall,  and  though  there 
were  weapons  of  all  kinds  in  the  cavern  home  of 
the  wolf- slayer,  he  had  only  commenced  to  search 
for  them  when  disturbed  by  the  coming  of  the 
three  men.  What  followed  the  reader  already 
knows. 

Although  Davy  would  have  to  return  to  the 
main  cavern  in  the  dark,  he  had  taken  such  par¬ 
ticular  notice  of  the  route  that  this  would  prove 
an  easy  task.  Of  course,  he  had  several  little 
stumbles,  button  the  whole  managed  admirably. 
There  was  an  incentive  ahead  strong  enough  to 
draw  him  on  through  everything,  for  he  could 
not  forget  that  his  love  was  there  in  extreme 
peril,  and  that  upon  him  alone  developed  the  ta.-k 
of  saving  her.  As  he  hurried  along  the  passage, 
the  howls  of  the  furious  wolves  grew  fainter  in 
his  rear,  and  he  knew  that  at  least  he  was  on 
the  right  road.  After  a  little  while  of  this 
stumbling  on  in  the  darkness  he  caught  a  gleam 
of  light  in  the  advance,  and,  filled  with  hope,  he 
pushed  forward. 

Once  again  in  the  'cavern  he  would  seek  some 
serviceable  weapon,  and  when  armed  so  that  he 
would  be  capable  of  resistance,  he,  together  with 
Ruby,  would  seek  the  entrance  to  the  cave. 

Presently  he  stood  upon  the  border  of  the  cav¬ 
ern,  and  the  scene  was  before  him.  Here  was 
the  great  apartment,  with  the  torches  and  lan¬ 
terns  alight.  His  eyes  rested  upon  the  various 
things  belonging  to  the  giant  in  the  shape  of 
weapons  and  trophies  of  trap  and  chase;  longer 
still  they  rested  upon  the  grim  cage  suspended 
from  the  roof,  and  slowly  revolving  in  the  cur¬ 
rent  of  air — the  terrible  prison  that  had  been 
welded  for  his  occupancy,  and  in  which  he  would 
find  himself  should  he  ever  be  so  unfortunate  as 
to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  giant  wolf-flayer. 

Then  his  attention  was  drawn  toward  a  cer¬ 
tain  quarter,  where  Ruby  Carroll  was  seated 
upon  a  crude  couch,  her  face  buried  in  her  hands 
and  her  slender  body  swaying  backward  and  for¬ 
ward  in  the  excess  of  her  grief.  He  glided  to 
her  side.  Soft  though  his  footfalls  were,  her 
keen  ears  caught  them,  and  in  another  instant 
she  had  sprung  to  her  feet  and  was  facing  him, 
with  a  look  of  heroic  determination  on  her  sweet 
face,  and  a  pistol  in  her  hand,  which  instinct  had 
caused  her  to  level  at  his  head  as  she  sprang  up. 


CHAPTER  XVI. — Impending  Doom. 

Davy  involuntarily  started  back  when  he  found 
himself  gazing  into  the  little  pistol  that  he  him¬ 
self  had  given  to  Ruby  Carroll. 

“Stand  back,  or  I  will  fire!” 

The  words  were  uttered  even  as  she  sprang  to 
her  feet,  and  her  eyes  must  have  been  so  dimmed 
with  tears  that  she  was  not  able  to  recognize  at 
first  the  well-beloved  face  and  form  of  the  young 
hunter. 

“Ruby!” 

That  one  word  was  enough.  With  a  sharp  cry 
the  girl  dashed  her  hand  across  her  eyes,  as  if 
to  clear  them  from  the  tears  gathered  there,  took 
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one  loo  tv  h'.  :h<-  person  before  her,  and  then  fell 
into  his  ami',  in  that  moment  of  supreme  bliss 
she  forgot  be  .-danders'  that  had  been  leveled  at 
her  Da-  y.  fo;  ■■or.  the  terrible  sight  she  had  gazed 
upon  from  rhe  little  peep-hole  of  the  forest  lodge, 
when  her  eyes  had  given  her  proof  of  his  falsity; 
forgot  ail  else  save  that  she  loved  him  with  all 
her  heart  a  t  soul,  and  that  to  see  him  alive 
and  well  before  her,  when  she  had  begun  to  fear 
him  load  was  'he  most  blessed  boon  she  would 
have  craved,  or.  earth.  Davy  knew  full  well,  how¬ 
ever,  that  delay  would  be  fatal  to  them,  so  after 
a  hasty  embrace,  he  bade  the  young  girl  remain 
where  she  was  while  he  sought  for  weapons. 

This  was  not  a  very  difficult  task,  for  the  giant 
had  quite  a  quantity  in  the  cavern,  and  before 
another  minute  had  passed  by,  Davy  had  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  arming  himself  with  a  couple  of  new 
pistols,  a  quantity  of  ammunition,  a  knife  and  a 
hatchet.  Then  after  securing  a  small  bundle  of 
torches,  made  of  heavy  splinters  of  a  dry,  res- 
irious  pine,  he  was  ready  to  commence  the  hunt 
for  the  entrance.  Ruby  was  able  to  point  out  to 
him  the  passage,  but  as  they  hurried  along  she 
gave  such  a  graphic  account  of  the  terrible 
chasms,  dark  defies,  and  the  kindred  horrors  that 
had  been  encountered  on  their  way  to  the  great 
cavern,  that  grave  doubts  oegan  to  arise  in  the 
mind  of  the  young  uear  hunter  as  to  their  ever 
finding  it. 

Nevertheless,  he  pushed  on  bravely.  One  arm 
was  thrown  orotectingly  around  the  slight  form 
of  Ruby,  and  the  other  held  the  torch.  In  this 
way  he  was  enabled  to  be  of  some  assistance  to 
her  when  they  came  to  rough  places,  and  every 
score  of  seconds  Ruby’s  eyes  would  fall  upon 
some  peculiarity  in  the  construction  of  the'  pas¬ 
sage,  which  she  thought  she  recognized,  and  joy¬ 
fully  communicated  this  fact  each  time  to  Davy. 
Yv'hiie  outw.--.rdy  he  appeared  to  share  in  her 
enthusiasm.  Davy  was  preparing  his  mind  for  the 
"shock  that  he  felt  must  come,  for  he  knew  how 
eas,  it  was,  under  the  circumstances,  for  Ruby 
io  deceive  herself  with  regard  to  these  marks, 
and  he  had  already  seen  a  dozen  chances  where 
they  might  have  gone  astray. 


The  mountain  seemed  to  be  perfectly  honey¬ 
combed;  indeed,  from  the  numerous  passages  run¬ 
ning ‘this  way  and  that,  it  wo  ild  not  take  a  great 
stretch  of  the  imagination  on  the  part  of  a  trav¬ 
eler  to  believe  himself  to  be  in  the  famous  cata¬ 
combs  of  Rome,  only  for  the  absence  of  certain 
relics  to  be  found  there.  After  a  little  while  the 
assertions  of  the  young  girl  were  not  so  confi¬ 
dent,  and  presently  she  came  to  a  full  pause, 


exclaiming: 

"I  am  afraid  we  are  lost,  Davy”’ 

As  the  young  bear  hunter  had  believed  this 
for  the  last  five  minutes,  It  did  not  make  a  very 
poweiful  impression  upon  him,  yet  it  served  to 
corroborate  his  fears.  How  long  they  might 
wander  about  in  those  labyrinthine  passages  with¬ 
out  finding  an  oj>ening,  of  course  no  one  could 
tell,  but  Ruby  appeared  to  take  it  so  much  to 
heart  that  Davy  was  compelled  to  affect  a  cheer- 
d:d  not  feel  in  order  to  encourage  her. 
■  to  the  worst,  they  were  both  well 
1  able  to  hold  their  own  against  the 
hi-  two  companions,  should  some  evil 
Uoe  them  to  once  more  come  face  to 


fulness  he 
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face. 


Ruby,  in  the  hour  of  excitement,  forgot  all  her 
doubts  and  suspicions,  and  clung  to  Davy  with 
the  confidence  that  had  marked  their  formei  in¬ 
tercourse.  The  time  would  come  when  she  would 
remember  ail  this,  and  it  would  come  to  her  sud¬ 
denly.  Because  she  had  for  a  time  forgotten,  it 
would  come  all  the  harder  in  the  end.  They  wan¬ 
dered  on.  Fortunately  they  had  a  sufficiency  of 
torches  with  them,  and  would  not  be  apt  to  suf¬ 
fer  from  want  of  light.  As  well  as  they  were 
able,  they  kept  a  good  lookout  for  the  enemy,  but 
not  a  sign  could  they  discover,  for  which  both  of 
them  were  most  certainly  glad.  The  passages 
all  seemed  to  be  so  much  alike  that  it  was  impos¬ 
sible  to  tell  whether  they  had  passed  through 
them  before,  until  Davy  began  to  map  them  here 
and  there.  All  at  once  the  young  hunter  came 
'to  an  abrupt  pause,  and  his  face  changed  color.* 

"Hark!”  said  he. 

The  howls  of  the  wolves  were  heard  echoing 
along  the  vaulted  passage,  and  with  each  passing 
second  they  grew  in  violence.  No  wonder  Davy’s 
hand  trembled  on  the  girl’s  arm. 

“My  God!”  cried  the  backwoodsman,  “the 
wolves  are  loose  and  rushing  down  upon  us.  We 
are  lost!” 


r 


CHAPTER  XVII,-— Caged  Tigers. 


When  Davy  Crockett’s  double  realized  that  the 
two  horse  thieves  had  given  him  the  slip,  he  was 
very  angry;  still,  ail  had  been  done  that  it  was 
possible  to  do,  and  no  one  could  be  bfamed  for 
the  state  of  affairs  then  existing.  He  knew  very 
well  that  nothing  could  be  accomplished  until 
morning  when,  bj  a  close  survey,  they  might  find 
where  the  canoe  had  landed,  and  thus  strike  the 
trail.  During  the  interim  he  would  have  time  to 
reach  the  cavern  of  the  horse  thieves  and  se e  hoW 
the  good  work  was  progressing  there;  for  ru¬ 
mors  that  had  come  to  the  ears  of  Red  Ralph 
and  R'caido  of  a  descent  upon  the  den  Jiad  not 
been  without  foundation. 

A  spy  had  discovered  just  how  the  thing 
worked,  and  revealed  the  facts  to  the  Regulators, 
who,  worked  up  to  a  pitch  of  frenzy  by  the  re¬ 
peated  and  bold  depredations  of  the  border  leag-ue, 
had  sworn  a  solemn  vow  to  wipe  them  out  of 
existence  or  know  the  reason  why.  It  was,  per¬ 
haps.  well  for  the  two  men  that  they  chanced  to 
be  absent  on  this  night,  for  had  it  been  other¬ 
wise,  they  would  have  shared  in  the  general 
wreck.  The  Regulators  guarded  all  of  the  pas¬ 
sages,  and  had  the  desperadoes  cooped  up  in  the 
main  cavern.  Strangest  of  all  things,  among 
the  settlers  were  half  a  dozen  who  in  reality 
belonged  to  the  league  and  were  now  assisting  in 
its  demolition. 

At  the  last  minute  they  had  been  called  upon 
to  join  the  expedition,  and  not  flaring  to  refuse 
for  fear  of  exciting  suspicion — just  as  if  they 
were  not  already  under  the  ban  and  watched  by 
keen  eyes  that  noted  their  every  move, — they  went 
with  the  rest  and  committed  themselves  by  work¬ 
ing  hard  against  those  who  Mere  their  sworn 
friends.  One  there  was  among  them,  however, 
who  had  resolved  to  risk  his  own  life  rather  than 
to  let  his  sworn  comrades  fall  into  the  hap.  As 
they  were  stealing  noiselessly  along  om*  of  the 
passages,  he  who  knew  the  route  far  better  than 
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any  man  among  them  tripped  and  fell.  In  the 
frenzied  action  to  recover  himself,  his  nfle  \\a-s 
discharged,  and  the  report  went  booming  alo  f, 

through  the  passages.  .  ,  , 

Probably  the  man,  not  knowing  that  he  u 
suspected  of  being  one  of  the  ^ng  and  closely 
watched,  thought  this  would  surely  be  taken  foi 
,r  accident.  So  it  might  under  ordinary  crrcum- 
stances,  but  this  act  was  too  Plain*  ^The  man 
who  was  watching  him  keenly  saw  that  the  f 
was  clumsy  and,  without  a  doubt,  done  on  pur- 
,x«e  He  'also  noted  the  fact  that  the  discharge 
if  the  gun  was  not  attended  with  any  fatal  result 
among  the  men  who  were  in  front,  as  would  m 
aJl  probability  have  been  the  case  had  the  gun 
been  loaded  with  a  ball  These  things  gave  tfie 
man  dead  away,  and  when  he  scrambled  to  his 
-iw  it  was  only  to  receive  a  blow  upon  the  head 
from  the ^toek  of  a  heavy  rifle  that  knocked  him 
down,  a  senseless  mass  upon  the  rocky  flooi  ot 
IJie  passage. 

Leaving  him  to  the  care  of  one  man,  who  was 
to  bind  him  securely,  the  rest  rushed  forward  to 
the  chamber  where  the  horse  thieves  had  been 
assembled  when  Davy  Crockett  came  sliding  down 
into  their  midst.  The  discharge  of  that  gun  had, 
however,  accomplished  its  work,  for  when  the 
Regulators  drew  near  the  cave-chamber  they 
found  the  way  blockaded,  and  were  greeted  by  a 
vollev  that  did  deadly  execution.  There  was  no 
way  for  the  outlaws  to  get  out,  and' hence,  being 
cornered,  they  would  fight  for  their  lives  desper¬ 
ately.  Various  schemes  were  resorted  to  in  or¬ 
der  to  carry  the  place  by  storm  or  some  trickery, 
but  the  men  behind  the  rocks  were  equal  to  the 
emergency  and  met  all  assaults  promptly.  It 
was  even  suggested  to  place  a  mine,  composed  of 
a  keg  of  powder  which  had  fallen  into  their 
hands,  and  blow  the  villainis  to  eternity. 

This  seemed  so  plausible  a  scheme  that  they 
set  about  carrying  it  out.  The  keg  was  placed  in 
a  niche  in  the  wall,  and  even  the  train  laid,  so 
that  all  was  ready  for  the  match,  when  suddenly 
it  occurred  to  the  mind  of  one  Regulator  who 
was  acquainted  with  the  disappearance  of  Ruby. 
Carroll,  the  squire’s  child,  that  as  she  had  been 
abducted  by  these  men,  the  chances  were  that  she 
was  even  then  in  their  power.  When  this  fact 
was  communicated  to  the  others,  they  realized 
that  it  would  never  do  to  carry  out  the  terrible 
scheme  that  had  been  so' near  fruition,  and  hence 
it  was  reluctantly  given  up.  Ruby  Carroll  was 
the  pride  of  the  border,  and  these  men  would 
have  almost  laid  down  their  lives  for  her.  They 
knew  that  she  and  Davy  Crockett  were  lovers, 
and  the  absence  of  the  young  bear  hunter  made 
them  think  that  he  was  hot  upon  the  trail  of  her 
abductors,  ready  and  eager  to  get  his  work  in. 

Little  did  they  suspect  that  Davy,  at  this  very 
hour,  was  tramping  along  the  bottom  of  the 
chasm  into  which  he  had  fallen,  heading  directly 
for  the  home  of  the  giant  whose  hatred  for  him 
was  more  intense  than  that  of  all  his  other  foes 
combined.  After  hours  that  were  spent  in  en¬ 
deavoring  to  gain  some  advantage,  one  of  the 
Regulators  conceived  a  brilliant  plan  which  he 
at  once  proceeded  to  put  into  execution.  All 
they  wanted  was  to  have  the  barricade  that  the 
house  thieves  had  erected  destroyed,  when  they 
would  easily  accomplish  the  rest.  To  do  this  he 
formed  a  little  magazine  and  attached  a  slow 


match  to  it.  With  this  he  crept  forward  and, 
reaching  the  stockade,  placed  his  small  bomb  in 
a  proper  place,  after  which  he  applied  a  match  to 
it  and  then  scuttled  away  as  fast  as  he  da^ecL 
Then  followed  a  minute  of  suspense. 


CHAPTER  XVIII.— Wiped  Out. 

There  came  a  vivid  flash.  This  was  instantly 
followed  by  a  thundering  report,  and  the  concus¬ 
sion  of  air  could  be  plainly  felt  even  by  those  of 
the  backwoods  Regulators  who  were  around  an 
adjacent  bend  and  lying  flat  upon  their  faces  in 
anticipation  of  such  an  event.  When  they  rush¬ 
ed  forward  with  a  cheer,  holding  the  torches 
which  had  been  sheltered  from  the  force  of  air, 
and  hence  escaped  the  fate  of  those  that  had  been 
extinguished,  it  was  a  strange  and  startling  spec¬ 
tacle  upon  which  their  eyes  rested.  The  barricade 
had  been  utterly  demolished  and  the  stones  of 
which  it  was  composed  hurled  in  every  direction; 
yet  the  force  of  the  little  magazine  had  been 
just  enough  to  upset  the  main  portion  of  it. 

Many  of  the  smaller  stones  had  been  sent 
through  the  air  with  terrible  force,  as  was  proven 
by  the  several  horse  thieves  whom  they  found 
lying  there,  one  or  two  of  whom  would  have  no 
need  of  Judge  Lynch  or  his  jury,  being  past  all 
pain.  The  main  body  of  the  horse  thieves  had 
scattered.  Pani cs.tr icken,  they  had  fled  into  the 
various  passages,  not  that  they  hoped  to  escape, 
but  acting  upon  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  and 
that  self-preservation  was  the  first  law  of  na¬ 
ture.  Several  were  frantically  endeavoring  to 
climb  up  the  smooth  chute  down  which  Davy  had 
come  on  his  entrance  to  the  cave.  They  came 
near  succeeding,  too,  thanks  to  the  desperate  na¬ 
ture  of  the  case  that  urged  them  on,  but  in  the 
end  an  accident  occurred,  the  one  farther  up  los¬ 
ing  his  grip  on  the  smooth  stones. 

As  a  result  he  came  bumping  against  the  next, 
and  the  two  swept  the  third  man  downward  with 
a  force  that  was  absolutely  irresistible.  Out 
from  the  end  of  the  chute  shot  the  three  unlucky 
horse  thieves,  looking  like  a  mixed-up  mass  of 
heads,  arms  and  legs,  and  landing  on  the  old 
table  with  a  crash  that  completely  wrecked  it; 
and  before  they  could  collect  their  wits  to  know 
whether  they  were  in  the  land  of  the  living  or 
the  dead,  the  hands  of  the  Regulators  had  fallen 
heavily  upon  them.  The  work  of  finding  the  scat¬ 
tered  remnants  of  the  gang  was  entered  into 
systematically,  and  the  success  attending  the  ef¬ 
forts  of  the  bold  Regulators  showed  the  wisdom 
of  their  course.  All  the  means  of  exit  were  still 
closely  guarded  so  that  not  a  soul  could  escape. 
Then  one  by  one  the  passages  leading  from  Hie 
main  cavern  were  entered  and  searched  to  the 
very  end. 

These  searching  parties  found  each  one  of  the 
cowering  outlaw’s.  Some  resisted  and  were  shot 
down  in  cold  blood;  but  the  majority  were  awed 
by  the  terrible  calamity  that  had  befallen  their 
band,  and  “-Jo*  fact  that  they  w’ere  alone  seemed 
left  to  race  the  enraged  Regulators,*  so  that  in 
most  cases  they  cried  for  quarter.  The  colonel 
could  not  be  found.  Not  feeling  sure  that  his 
identity  was  known  to  the  settlers — for  he  be¬ 
lieved  with  the  rest  that  Davy  Crockett  had  gone 
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to  his  death  when  he  fell  over  the  awful  preci- 
pice — the  colonel  had  resolved  to  remain  a  day 
or  two  with  his  men,  and  then,  by  sending  oot  a 
spy,  ascertain  whether  there  was  the  slightest 
chance  of  his  being  suspected. 

As  the  attack  of  the  Regulators  came  so  sud¬ 
denly  he  was  g  cn  *no  chance  to  carry  out  this 
plan,  and  had  to  fight  with  the  rest.  The  back- 
woods  spy  who  had  entered  the  cave  of  the  horse 
thieves  and  learned  many  of  their  secrets  had 
not  discovered  who  the  tall  man  with  the  black 
mask  was,  but  he  had  heard  his  voice  encourag¬ 
ing  the  horse  thieves  during  some  of  the  assaults 
of  the  Regulators  on  the  fortification  erected  by 
the  outlaws,  and  when  the  whole  affair  was  over 
he  was  not  to  be  found  either  among  the  living 

or  the  dead.  ...... 

It  wcs  the  dawn  of  another  day  by  the  time  all 
thi^  work  was  accomplished,  and  the  Regulators 
were  about  to  take  the  rest  they  had  so  well 
earned  when  there  arrived  among  them  a  mes¬ 
senger  from  Davy  Crockett’s  double.  The  news 
that  this  man  brought  so.  excited  them  that  a 
dozen  of  the  young  men  swore  a  mighty  oath  to 
hunt  the  abductors  of  Ruby  Carroll  down  to  the 
death.  They  left  at  once  for  the  lone  cabin  in 
the  woods,  and  on  the  way  were  joined  by  the 
colonel,  who  had  decided  to  brave  all  and  resume 
his  proper  place  as  leader  of  the  little  band  of 
Regulators.  They  greeted  him  with  much  satis¬ 
faction.  and  the  colonel  knew  that  tor  the  time 
being  he  was  safe,  in  which  thought  he  gloried 
as  he  led  the  brave  boys  onward. 

Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  howls  of  the  es¬ 
caped  wolves.  Holding  his  torch  aloft,  he  saw 
a  natural  ledge;  fastening  his  torch  in  a  niche  in 
the  rock  he  raised  the  girl  in  his  ams  and  placed 
her  on  the  ledge.  Nearer  came  the  wolves.  Ruby 
told  him  there  was  room  for  him  also  upon  the 
ledge.  Just  as  he  was  in  the  act  of  drawing  him¬ 
self  up  a  wolf  made  a  flying  leap  for  him.  He 
had  drawn  his  knife  and  held  it  in  his  mouth. 
Holding  on  with  one  hand  he  took  his  knife  in  the 
other  and  thrust  it  again  and  again  into  the  body 
of  the  animal.  But  Davy  was  fast  losing  his 
strength.  He  could  not  hold  on  much  longer. 


CHAPTER  XIX.— Almost  Lost. 

How  often  man  gives  up  every  hope,  and  re¬ 
signs  himself  to  death  when  succor  is  close  at 
hand!  Even  as  Davy,  with  a  groan  of  despair, 
was  about  to  drop  down  and  battle  with  the 
wolves,  hand-to-hand,  until  he  fell,  there  came 
words  of  encouragement  from  the  fair  being  upon 
'  the  ledge  above  him. 

“Hold  tightly,  Davy!  I  will  save  you! 

How  they  thrilled  through  the  heart  of  the 
voung  bear  hunter,  and  a  new  lease  of  life  seemed 
to  have  been  given  him.  There  came  the  sharp 
report  of  a  pistol  that  rang  out  in  the  passage 
above  the  chorus  of  mad  howls,  and  the  wolt 
upon  his  back,  with  one  mighty  shudder,  released 
his  hold  upon  the  hunter  and  fell  back— dead. 
The  shot  had  one  other  good  effect. 

Tr.eie  was  something  about  it  that  startled  the 
*aunt  gray  fiends  for  the  time  being,  and  al- 
{ftijiigii  within  a  dozen  feet  of  Davy,  the  leader** 
cai,.e  to  an  abrupt  halt.  This  lasted  only  a  dozen 


seconds,  but  Davy  found  time  to  catch  his  knife 
once  more  between  his  teeth,  and,  making  use  of 
tilie  other  hand,  draw  himself  upon  the  ledge, 
though,  after  the  efforts  he  had  been  making,  it 
was  more  a  display  of  will  than  strength  that 
enabled  him  to  accomplish  it.  Just  as  he  fell 
over  upon  the  ledge  the  wolves,  pressed  onward 
by  those  in  their  rear,  once  more  dashed  forward, 
and,  reaching  the  spot  where  the  body  of  their 
late  comrade  lay  stiffening  in  death,  some  of 
them  set  to  work  dining  upon  the  carcass,  while 
others  attempted  to  reach  the  two  human  beings 
upon  the  ledge  by  making  long  leaps  upward. 

Many-  of  the  wolves  swept  on  in  their  mad 
rush,  hoping  to  find  the  open  air;  but  a  few  re¬ 
mained  behind.  After  the  carcasses  of  the  two 
dead  brutes  had  been  consumed,  these  wretches 
squatted  down  to  watch  and  wait  for  new  victims, 
but  Davy  laughed  at  them,  and,  securing  a  torch, 
he  and  Ruby  proceeded  to  examine  their  sur¬ 
roundings.  The  ledge  continued  to  ascend,  and 
even  grew  wider  as  it  went  upward,  but  it  was 
what  he  took  to  be  a  breath  of  cool  air  that  really 
ekcited  Davy,  and  pushed  him  on  in  his  explora¬ 
tions.  Presently  he  found  that  they  were  upon 
a  platform  that  overlooked  the  cave  below,  for 
at  this  point  the  passage  had  widened  into  one  of 
the  numerous  caverns  found  in  this  locality. 

At  the  farther  end  of  this  they  saw  a  hole  in 
the  wall,  more  like  a  great  crack  than  anything 
else,  and  through  this  there  came  a  draft  that 
made  their  torch  flicker  and  flare  sadly.  En¬ 
couraged  by  this,  they  lunged  boldly  into  the 
opening.  Progress  was  slow,  but  with  each  step 
they  knew  they  were  nearing  the  open  air.  At 
last  they  saw  daylight  before  them,  and  five 
minutes  later  they  stood  under  the  blue  sky.  The 
sun  was  either  going  down  or  rising,  they  could 
not  tell  which,  such  was  Davy’s  confusion  after 
having  been  so  long-  underground  and  suffered  so 
much. 

Leaving  Ruby  in  a  clump  of  trees,  he  went  up 
to  a  height  close  at  hand  to  get  some  idea  as  to 
their  whereabouts  and  the  time  of  day.  This 
was  a  fatal  move  on  his  part,  and  yet  it  was  not 
so  imprudent  to  leave  the  young  *girl,  for  they 
knew  of  no  danger  near.  Having  found  out  all 
that  he  wanted,  and  that  the  day  was  declining, 
Davy  returned  to  where  he  had  left  Ruby,  only 
to  find  her  gone!  The  footsteps  of  men  in  the 
soft  soil  told  the  story.  She  was  again  in  the 
hands  of  the  thi'ee  desperadoes! 


CHAPTER  XX.— On  the  Ledge. 

Six  hours  later.  It  was  almost  midnight,  and 
the  heavens  were  overcast  with  clouds  that  hid 
the  nightly  luminaries  from  view.  A  fire  burned 
upon  a  ledge  away  up  on  the  face  of  a  cliff;  in¬ 
deed,  from  the  foot  of  the  mountain  it  had  more 
the  appearance  of  a  star  than  aught  else,  on  ac¬ 
count  of  its  great  height.  The  ledge  was  a  pe¬ 
culiar  one,  inasmuch  as  there  seemed  but  one 
possible  way  of  reaching  it,  and  this  was  by 
means  of  a  narrow  path,  shaped  not  unlike  a 
small  canyon,  which  led  up  in  serpentine  fashion, 
at  some  points  ascending  almost  perpendicularly, 
so  that  actual  climbing  was  necessary.  Upon 
this  ledge,  and  seated  around  the  fire,  were  quite 
a  number  of  persons.  As  the  flamea  licked  the 
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atmosphere,  their  light  revealed  the  faces  of  those 
upon  the  ledge. 

Foremost  among  them  was  the  giant  wolf- 
slayer,  as  ugly  and  formidable  as  ever,  and  hop¬ 
ing  to  lay  his  hands  upon  the  person  of  his  hated 
fee,  Davy  Crockett.  There  were  also  the  two 
horse  thieves,  Red  Ralph  and  the  half-breed  Ri¬ 
cardo.  Others  were  there,  the  deadly  foes  of 
Davy  Crockett,  those  whom  he  met  in  the  forest 
— Blue  Dick,  Tennessee  Tom,  and  the  colonel,  wrho 
as  the  reader  already  knows,  was  a  woman. 

Sitting  half  in  the  shadow,  and  leaning  against 
the  wall  of  stone,  was  Ruby  Carroll.  Her  face 
was  thoughtful,  but  hope  could  be  seen  upon  it, 
for  as  long  as  her  Davy  lived  she  could  not  mis¬ 
trust  the  future. 

VYhile  the  rest  were  eating  their  sapper,  the 
man  on  guard  was  suddenly  observed  to  throw 
his  rifle  to  his  shoulder  and  Are  down  the  pass. 
Immediately  all  was  confusion,  each  one  jumping 
erect  and  grasping  a  weapon. 

“What  did  you  lire  at?”  demanded  Red  Ralph, 
whom  all  had  come  to  look  upon  as  a  leader,  for 
he  was  at  the  head  of  the  great  horse-thief  fra¬ 
ternity  of  Kentucky  and  Tennessee 

“A  moving  figure  that  I  would  swear  was  that 
of  Davy  Crockett,”  answered  Blue  Dick. 

That  the  action  of  the  young  bear  hunter  had 
been  too  quick  for  his  aim,  Blue  Dick  had  frankly 
acknowledged,  and  the  presence  of  the  man  who 
to.  them  would  prove  a  human  tiger  when  it 
came  to  a  tussle,  was  quite  enough  to  cast  a  cold 
damper  upon  the  spirits  of  all  of  the  scoundrels 
but  two.  There  were  the  giant  wolf-slayer  and 
the  disguised  girl  who  had  iiunted  Davy  Crockett 
so  long.  Ijoth  of  them  heard  the  news  with  a 
mixture  of  satisfaction  and  delight,  for  to  them 
it  seemed  as  though  fate; "was  bringing  the  object 
of  their  hate  into  their  power. 

An  hour  passed  by,  and  several  of  the  men 
slept.  Two  of  them  remained  at  the  top  of  the 
little  canyon  to  .guard  it,  but  beyond  this  there 
were  no  need  of  sentries,  for  was  not  their  little 
fort  impregnable  ? 

Again  the  sharp  report  of  a  rifle  awoke  the 
solemn  sUenc'c-  of  the  night.  This  time  it  -was 
followed  by  no  deathly  silence,  for  there  burst 
out  a  chorus  of  hoarse  cries  and  shouts  that 
made  the  welkin  ring.  That  shot  seemed  to  be 
the  signal  that  stirred  up  the  hornet’s- nest,  and 
the  man  who  had  fired  it  started  back  aghast 
when  he  realized  what  he  had  done,  so  entirely 
unexpected  was  it. 

He  had  fired  at  a  dusky  form  that  he  saw  creep¬ 
ing  and  skulking  along  down  in  the  little  canyon, 
and,  of  coui’se,  expected  that  this  must  be  no 
other  than  Davy  Crockett.  Imagine  his  amaze¬ 
ment  when  that  chorus  of  hoarse  and  angry 
shouts  burst  out,  and  forms  sprang  into  view  in 
the  canyon  and  upon  the  locks  on  each  side  of  it, 
all  of  them  rushing,  scrambling  and  climbing  up 
toward  the  ledge  like  so  many  hyenas.  The  set¬ 
tlers  had  found  them  out. 

With  Davy  Crockett’s  double  at  their  head,  the 
score  of  young  backwoodsmen  who  had  sworn  to 
find  and  rescue  Ruby  Carroll,  or  perish  in  the  at¬ 
tempt,  had  made  valiant  progress  during  the 
day,  and  when  night  came  on  were  close  enough 
to  see  the  fire  when  it  was  started  on  the  cliff, 
and  this  had  been  the  beacon  that  had  drawn 
them  to  the  spot.  Davy  Crockett  heard  this  cho¬ 


rus  of  hoarse  cries  with  infinite  satisfaction,  ana 
as  he  saw  those  upon  the  little  plateau  rusii  to 
the  mouth  of  the  pass,  ready,  to  defend  it  to  cue 
last,  he  fingered  the  lock  of  his  rifle  eagerly. 

That  the  outlaws  were  not  to  have  all  the  fun 
to  themselves  now  began  to  grow  evident,  for 
rifles  commenced  to  crack  below,  and  the  leaden 
bullets  to  hurtle  past  the  ears  of  the  crouching 
men  in  alarming  proximity;  yet  they  were  likely 
to  have  the  best  of  the  fight,  for  they  were  able 
to  conceal  themselves  back  of  the  rocks  behind 
which  they  crouched,  while  the  settlers  in  their 
advance  were  constantly  obliged  to  expose  them¬ 
selves  more  or  less. 

Suddenly,  however,  consternation  cam*  upon 
them,  for  during  a  moment  of  silence  the  crack 
of  a  rifle  sounded  from  above  them,  and  with  the 
fatal  report  one  of  their  number  threw  up  his 
arms,  falling  with  a  shriek.  The  unfortunate 
outlaw  was  no  other  than  Blue  Dick,  one  of  the 
twain  who,  in  the  Tennessee  woods,  had-  sworn 
the  oath  against  the  young  bear  hunter,  who  had 
suddenly  appeared  before  the  conspirators  from 
the  heart  of  the  rotten  and  hollow  log  which  had 
split  open  like  a  divided  pumpkin.  A  human  fig¬ 
ure  swung  over  the  rocks  above  and  came  down 
like  a  monkey.  Reaching  a  dead  tree  that  had 
grown  out  from  the  face  of  the  cliff  or  been 
transported  there  in  some  marvelous  fashion,  and 
which  had  supplied  the  men  with  fuel  for  their 
fire,  Davy  Crockett  hastily  i'a:  ;ened  a  rope  to 
its  flunk  while  be  hung  there  in  midair,  and 
then  slid  down  with  the  ease  of  a  sailor. 

During  the  time,  short  though  it  was,  which 
had  elapsed  since  the  shot  of  the.  bear  hunter* 
great  changes  had  taken  place  upon  the  ledge. 
The  daring  backwoodsmen  had,  with  the  agility 
of  so  many  squirrels,  clambered  upon  the  rocks, 
and  such  was  the  rapidity  with  which  they  drew 
near  the  ledge  that  by  the  time  the  outlaws 
turned  their  attention  to  that  quarter,  efter  look¬ 
ing-  with  horror  upon  the  death  agonies  or  Blue 
Die  :,  quite  a  number  of  them  had  come-  witnin 
a  few  yards  of  their  destination,  aim  the  very 
rocks  that  had  up  to  this  time  served  the  .io tend¬ 
ers  of  the  ledge  so  well,  now  offered  the  same 
inducement  to  their  enemies. 

In  another  minute  they  were  hand  to  hand,  and 
death  hovered  over  the  scene.  There  was  heard 
the  sharp  crack  of  pistols,  the  clear  ring  of  steel 
smiting  on  steel,  loud  cries  of  anger  a:id  pain, 
anu  kindred  sounds  that  told  of  the  terrible  com¬ 
bat  going  on.  One  of  the  combatants  separated 
from  the  others  and  staggered  toward  the  spot 
where  the  young  girl  crouched.  The  fire  flared 
up  and  revealed  the  face  .of  the  giant,  convulsed 
with  rage  and  agony.  He  had  received  a  wound 
terrible  enough  in  its  nature  to  let  the  life  out 
of  a  common  man,  and  knowing  that  he  was  sure¬ 
ly  doomed,  the  awful  thought  had  occurred  to 
him*  that  if  he  murdered  the  young  girl  whom 
they  had  held  in  their  power,  he  would  a:  iea.-^t 
be  inflicting  a  blow  at  the  heart  of  Davy  Crockett, 
and  separating  from  the  others,  he  sprang  to¬ 
ward  the  spot  where  Ruby  crouched. 

In  his  hand  he  held  his  knife,  already  tinged 
'with  the  blood  of  one  of  the  backwoodsmen,  and 
it  seemed  as  though  nothing  could  save  Ruby 
from  the  fate  that  threatened  her.  When  tlm 
mad  giant  was  within  a  few  yards  of  the  spot 
where  his  intended  prey  crouched,  shrink  rig  from 
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hi'r  like  a  fawn  before  the  gaze  of  a  tiger,  a 
form  dropped  down  in  front  of  him.  Donald,  the 
Wolf-Slayer,  found  himself  face  to  face  with  the 
man  he  hated — Davy  Crockett,  who  had  dropped 
from  the  dead  tree  above. 

They  sprang  at  each,  other  like  tigers,  and 
then  began  a  terrible  tight.  The  giant  was  al¬ 
ready  wounded,  but  his  strength  seemed  most 
wonderful.  However,  he  met  his  match  in  the 
young  backwoodsman,  who  forced  him  back  un¬ 
til  he  slipped  upon  the  verge  of  the  ledge  and 
fell  over  with  a  frightful  shriek.  The  battle  was 
over!  Tennessee  Tom  was  a.  captive,  Ricardo 
dead,  and  Red  Ralph  had  made  his  escape.  As 
tor  the  mysterious  "colonel,*’  he  had  vanished, 
and  whether  he  was  dead  or  had  escaped,  no 
one  could  tell.  Davy  Crockett  did  not  know  how 
near  to  death  he  was  just  then,  for  the  man  whose 
secret  he  held — Colonel  Doane — was  lying  among 
the  rocks  ready  to  shoot  ir.  case  he  started  to 
betray  him.  * 


CHAPTER  XXL — border  Justice. 

The  colonel  had  entertained  hopes  of  being  able 
to  laugh  down  any  accusation  that  might  come 
from  the  outlaws,  for  as  he  was  a  leader  among 
the  Regulators,  it  might  be  looked  upon  as  a 
matter  of  vindictive  spite  that  some  of  the  men 
in  their  last  hours  should  accuse  him  of  being  a 
member  of  their  gang.  Davy  Crockett  knew  the 
truth,  but  he  had  felt  easy  on  the  score  of  this 
formidable  witness,  fully  believing  that  the  bear 
hunter  had  gone  to  his  death  when  he  fell  over 
the  precipice  in  company  with  one  of  the  outlaws. 

Hence  he  had  gone  in  search  of  Ruby  Carroll, 
without  a  suspicion  of  the  fate  that  was  awaiting 
him.  Imagine  his  amazement  and  consternation 
when  among  the  Regulators,  after  the  little  af¬ 
fair  wa?  over,  he  recognized  Davy.  Rage  soon 
tilled  his  heart,  and,  crouching  among  the  rocks, 
he  glared  at  the  young  bear  hunter  like  a  tiger 
watching  his  prey,  while  his  hands  fingered  the 
lock  of  his  gun  nervously.  Would  Davy  tell? 

Near  where  the  colonel  was  crouching  a  man 
stood,  leaning  on  his  long  rifie  and  seemingly 
lost  in  reflection.  Two  or  three  of  the  backwoods¬ 
men  were  grouped  about  Crockett,  and  Colonel 
Doane  noted  the  fact  with  gritted  teeth.  Present¬ 
ly  he  saw  one  of  the  men  separate  from  the 
group  and  hasten  toward  the  one  who  stood  lean¬ 
ing  on  his  gun,  and  who  was  one  of  the  most 
noted  young  hunters  in  the  Tennessee  forest. 

“Hawley,  if  you  want  to  heav  something  that 
will  make  your  eyes  ‘-tick  out.  come  with  me. 
Davy  thar  has  just  told  us  the  most  remarkable 
•  thing  about  Colonel  Doane,  and  I  for  one  am 
ready  to  believe  it.  Now  that  the  secret,  s  out.  a 
thousand  things  go  to  confirm  it,  and  I  can  easily 
believe  the  colonel  to  belong  to  the  gang  we  wiped 
out  last  night.’ 

A  cry  of  rage  interrupted  the  speaker,  a  cry 
that  was  not  unlike  the  mad  sound  one  would 
expect  to  hear  from  a  tiger  wounded  to  death. 
T/.en  came  a  sham  rifie  crack,  and  the  men  ut¬ 
tered  exclamation-  of  horror  at  seeing  Davy 
Crockett  fall  to  the  eartn.  But  Davy  '"’as  not 
oead,  only  severely  wotinded.  A  figure  rusher! 
wddlV  down  the  little  pa-s;  it  was  that,  of  Colonel 
Doane,  who  bad  let  passion  sway  him,  and  now 


hoped  to  escape  from  the  result  of  his  shot. 
Other  flying  figures  pursued  him,  and  shots  were 
fired,  but  owing  to  the  darkness  these  seemed  to 
miss,  until,  finally,  Heaven  directed  one  of  the 
balls,  and  the  fugitive  fell  with  a  broken  teg. 

They  pounced  upon  him  like  birds  ot'  prey  on 
their  victim,  but  the  colonel  was  game  to  the 
backbone,  and  propping  himself  up  against  a 
rock,  r.e  succeeded  in  wounding  two  of  them  with 
his  pistols  before  going  down. 

The  little  detachment  who  had  gone  on  a  hunt 
for  the  outlaw  chief  was  led  so  far  away  from 
the  cliff  that  no  attempt  was  made  to  join  tire 
rest.  The  five  men  took  up  their  march  tor  the 
settlement  in  the  morning,  but  on  their  way  ’..hey 
visited  the  forest  cabin.  Here  Davy  Crockett's 
double  took  the  young  girl  under  his  protv  . 'lion, 
and  promised  to  find  the.  relatives  whom  si  •  re¬ 
membered.  Though  the  horse  thieves  were  about 
exterminated,  other  scenes  of  excitement  were  at 
hand,  and  to  portray  them  it  will  now  be  most 
fitting. 

Time  passed  on,  and  affairs  in  the  backwoods 
resumed  a  little  of  their  ordinary  state.  The 
band  of  horse  thieves  bad  been  effectually  bro¬ 
ken  up,  and  those  who  fell  into  the  hands  of  the 
Regulators,  including  Tennessee  Tom,  paid  the 
penalty  of  their  misdeeds  with  their  lives.  As 
for  Red  Ralph,  he  made  haste  to  return  t  ,  Ken¬ 
tucky,  well  knowing  that  he  would  be  hu  ted  to 
death  by  these  men,  who  were  doubl\  his  foes,  if 
he  remained  in  the  Tennessee  forests. 

Mention  has  been  made  of  Dick  Carroll,  Ruby's 
cousin,  who  had  come  to  the  “Eyrie”  from  Cin¬ 
cinnati,  with  the  set  pui’pose  of  wedding  the  iVr 
belle  of  the  backwoods.  She  was  very  much  sur¬ 
prised,  therefore,  when,  in  an  interview  with  her, 
the  squire  declared  it  his  wish  that  she  should  be 
ready  to  wed  her  cousin  in  two  weeks.  In  rain 
she  pleaded;  the  old  gentleman  was  firm.  Dick 
Carroll  held  in  his  possession  a  paper  which  the 
squire  had  supposed  was  destroyed  many  years 
before,  and  with  which  he  could  ruin  the  old  gen¬ 
tleman. 

The  blow  had  fallen!  Ruby  felt  as  though  the 
light  had  all  gone  out  of  the  world,  leaving  her 
in  the  d&ikness  of  a  perpetual  woe.  After  all  his 
gallant  efforts  in  her  behalf,  Davy  Crockett  had 
only  saved  her  that  she  might  become  the  wife  of 
another.  Oh,  bitter,  bitter  thought!  How  could 
she  ever  tell  Davy?  And  yet  he  must  know  the 
truth — must  know  that  the  girl  he  loved  with  all 
his  heart  and  soul  was  about  to  bestow  her  hand 
upon  another. 


CHAPTER  XXII.— “The  Crocketts  Were  Never 
Known  to  Break  Their  Word!” 

Ruby  saw  no  loophole  of  escape  from  the 
dreadful  fate  that  hovered  over  her.  She  had 
felt  but  little  interest  in  Dick  Carroll  before,  and 
now  she  fairly  hated  him.  Davy  at  this  very 
time  was  walking  through  the  foi^st,  heading  for 
the  Carro-ll  homestead,  the  Eyrie.  All  at  once  he 
started,  and  a  low  ejaculation  of  pleasure  came 
upon  his  face;  then  he  began  to  make  his  way, 
with  the  noiseless  tread  of  a  panther,  toward  the 
spot  where  Ruby  leaned  against  a  tree,  looking 
thoughtfully  down  into  the  pellucid  water  of  the 
forest  creek. 

Ruby  drew  her  breath  quick  and  pantingiy  <m 
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she  looked  upon  the  face  she  loved  so  well.  She 
saw  that  nothing  would  do  but  to  tell  him  the 
whole  story — how  her  father  was  in  the  power 
of  Dick  Carroll,  and  that  to  save  him  she  was 
about  to  wed  a  man  for  whom  she  entertained 
no  love. 

“Listen  to  me,  little  girl*”  Davy  said  slowly, 
when  she  had  finished,  “Heaven  sent  me  to  save 
you  from  the  panther  and  from  death  at  the 
hands  of  the  wolf  slayer;  tharfore,  you  belong  to 
me.  What  has  that  coward  ever  done  to  win 
you?  This  much  I  tell  you:  mine  you  are,  and 
mine  you  shall  be,  even  if  I  have  to  snatch  >  ou 
from  before  the  altar.  This  I  swear,  and  the 
Crocketts  were  never  known  to  break  their  word!” 

Then  he  was  gone.  The  eventful  night  came 
at  last.  Bright  lights  shone  in  every  room  of 
the  Eyrie,  and  fully  fifty  guests  had  assembled 
to  witness  the  marriage  of  the  belle  of  the  back- 
woods.  At  last  the  fatal  hour  had  come,  and 
Davy  was  still  away.  It  seemed  as  though  noth¬ 
ing  under  the  sun  could  keep  the  unholy  act  from 
being-  consummated,  and  Ruby  allowed  her  friends 
to  dress  her  for  the  sacrifice  with  a  numb  feel¬ 
ing  of  pain  at  her  heart. 

They  stood  up  before  the  preacher,  a  circuit 
rider  of  the  backwoods,  noted  in  his  day,  and 
presently  the  deathly  hush  was  broken  by  the 
solemn  words  of  the  marriage  server  as  they 
fell  from  the  lips  of  the  reverend  man.  At  last 
he  came  to  the  question: 

“Is  there  any  one  here  who  can  offer  any  legal 
impediment  to  this  marriage?  If  so,  let  him 
speak  or  forever  hold  his  peace!” 

“I  forbid  the  marriage!”  came  in  a  clear  voice, 
as  a  form  sprang  through  the  open  window. 

It  was  Davy  Crockett.  He  held  his  gun  in  his 
hand.  The  minister  stood  aghast,  but  a  flush 
came  upon  the  squire’s  face. 

“Davy  Crockett,  how  dare  you  enter  my  house 
in  this  way?  Do  you  know  that  your  presence 
and  actions  are  an  insult  to  me  and  my  guests?” 
he  demanded  hoarsely. 

“Listen,  squire,”  said  Davy,  as  the  old  man 
seemed  about  to  have  another  spasm  of  fury, 
“hear  me  through,  and  if  you  don’t  find  me  in  the 
right,  then  go  ahead  and  open  your  batteries.  I 
love  your  daughter,  squire,  and  I  reckon  thar 
isn’t  a 'soul  here  but  that  knew  it  before  I  said 
so.  Long  ago  I  Avon  her  heart,  and  we  pledged 
ourselves  to  be  each  to  the  other  true  as  the 
needle  to  the  pole.  I  have  loved  her  as  any  true 
and  honest  man  may  love,  and  I  am  not  ashamed 
to  tell  it  to  the  world. 

“Squire,”  he  continued,  in  a  changed  tone,  “this 
man,  Carroll,  as  he  calls  himself,  has  had  you  in 
his  power.  Nay,  don’t  shrink  back  and  shiver, 
sir;  there  is  no  man  who  knows  better  than  f 
the  fact  that  the  paper  he  carries  with' him  as  a 
threat  over  your  head  is  a  false  one,  that  the 
original  was  paid  in  full  years  ago,  and  that  he 
has  so  arranged  this  matter  as  to  hold  you  in 
his  power.  Squire,  the  time  has  come  for  your 
release  from  the.  hands'of  this  human  shark.  ‘  His 
villainy  has  been  found  out,  and  the  hour  has  ae 
rived  when  justice  shall  overtake  him.” 

Then  turning  to  the  trembling  groom,  the 
young  backwoodsman  thundered  out: 

.  “Silas  Cobb,  your  game  is  up.  Face  to  face 
with  Luke  Morris,  you  will  not  dure  deny  the 


truth;  forger,  perjurer,  almost  murderer,  that  you 
are!” 

“It  is  false!"  cried  the  wretch.  “Luke  Morris 
is  dead.” 

“Thar’s  whar  you  made  a  mistake.  You  push¬ 
ed  him  over  a  precipice,  but  he  has  lived  to  con¬ 
found  you  and  your  villainy.  Luke,  this  way!” 
and  the  crestfallen  villain  fell  back  as  a  man 
stepped  into  the  room  through  the  open  window. 


CHAPTER  XXIII.— Conclusion. 


“I  am  Luke  Morris,”  he  said,  “and  that  wretch 
will  not  dare  deny  the  truth  of  anything  I  tell. 
In  the  first  place,  he  is  not  the  squire’s  nephew-, 
but  plain  Silas  Cobb,  a  cunning  and  scheming 
rogue,  with  a  faculty  of  representing  people  and 
ingratiating  himself  in  their  favor.  I  admit  that 
I  was  his  partner,  and  fully  as  wicked  until  his 
treachery  sent  me  close  to  death,  and  then  my 
eyes  were  opened,  and  I  swore  a  mighty  oath  that 
if  Heaven  would  only  save  me,  I  would  reform. 

I  entered  into  this  scheme  with  him,  with  the 
understanding  that  I  was  to  receive  half  the 
^profits.  I  learned  all  about  Dick  Carroll,  who 
had  been  a  friend  of  mine,  but  who  had  disap¬ 
peared  mysteriously  from  Louisville. 

“I  knew-  the  document  he  lias  held  over  the 
squire’s  head-first  to  extort  money,  and  finally 
to  gain  the  hand  of  his  daughter — is  a  forgery, 
from  the  simple  fact  that  I  saw  Silas  write  it, 
and  even  gave  him  suggestions.  The  rest  is 
know-n  to  you,  squire;  how  he  came  here  and  got 
you  in  his  toils.  New  ideas  came  into  his  vil¬ 
lainous  brain;  he  was  afraid  lest  I  shooild  betray 
him,  and  determined  to  marry  the  squire's  daugh¬ 
ter  and  keep  up  the  cheat.  One  dark  night  he 
hurled  me  over  Devil’s  .Crag,  sending  me,  as  he 
thought,  to  my  death. 

“Prom  this  death  I  was  saved  almost  by  a 
miracle,  hanging  upon  a  ledge  far  below  the  top 
of  the  crag  for  hours.  Davy  Crockett  saved  me, 
and  in  return  for  that,  and  to  confound  this  ~ 
treacherous  villain,  am  I  here  now.” 

“That  is  not  all,”  said  a  clear  voice  just  then, 
a  voice  that  made  the  arch-schemer  start  and 
turn  pale.  “I  am  here  also  to  accuse  that  man. 
He  would  have  wedded  you,  Ruby  Carroll,  and 
that  would  have  made  him  a  bigamist,  for  I  am 
his  wife!” 

“It  is  a  lie!”  shouted  the  desperate  man.  “The 
man  who  married  us  was  no  minister;  the  cere¬ 
mony  a  farce.  You  may  have  been  my  dupe,  but 
wife  of  mine  you  never  were.” 

“It  is  false,”  she  answered.  “Unknown  to  vou, 
the  man  who  married  us  had  been  a  circuit  rider- 
in  Kentucky,  and  never  had  his  orders  taken 
away,  so  that  the  marriage  w-as  legal.  He  is 
here  now  to  vouch  for  it.  So  you  see  vour  vil¬ 
lainy  overreached  itself.  Squire  Carroll,  your 
guests  are  here.  Why  do  you  let  the  opportu¬ 
nity  go  unimproved?  There  stands  the  man  to 
whom  you  owe  your  daughter  thrice  over.  He 
has  her  heart;  give  him  her  hand.” 

The  squire  was  only  too  ndad  to  comply,  and 
the  guests  danced  at  a  wedding,  after  all.  Dick 
Carroll  destroyed  the  forged  document  in  the 
squire’s  presence  and  left  for  parts  unknown. 
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GIRL  SLEEPS  IN  GUN. 

Louise  O’Brien.  14,  missing  from  her  home  at 
I  wx  Townsend,  Wash.,  all  night,  was  founci  at 
daybreak  asleep  inside  the  muzzle  of  a  14-inch 
gun  of  the  shore  batteries  at  Fort  Worden.  Other 
guns  at  the  fort  had  been  'fired  just  before  the 
girl  was  discovered.  » 

According  to  military  authorities  she  had  gone 
for  a  horseback  ride  the  previous  afternoon. 

Far  from  home,  while  she  was  dismounted, 
the  horse  ran  away,  and  she,  losing  her  way  and 
weary  of  wandering  in  the  darkness,  took  refuge 
in  the  long  black  object  that  suddenly  loomed  in 
her  path. 


HIS  BIG  MEAL  FREE. 

James  Foley,  twenty-seven,  transient,  entered 
a  restaurant  at  No.  781  Sixth  Avenue,  New 
York,  the  other  night,  and  this  is  what  he  ate: 

A  large,  juicy  steak.  , 

A  portion  of  potatoes. 

A  glass  of  near  beer. 

A  cup  of  coffee. 

The  check  was  $1.80. 

Then  Foley  admitted  to  Edward  Gotz,  man¬ 
ager,  he  “did  not  have  a  nickel.” 

At  the  West  47th  Street  Police  Station  later 
Foley  said: 

**I  had  not  had  anything  to  eat  since  the  day 
before  yesterday — and  that  a  5-eent  meal  in  the 
Bowery.  I  had  been  out  of  work  two  months. 
When  I  passed  the  restaurant  and  saw  people 
mating  inside,  I  could  not  resist  the  temptation 
to  go  in  and  order  a  big  meal  myself.” 

“Lieutanent,  I  withdraw  my  charges,”  said 
Gotz.  “I  shall  pay  for  that  meal  out  of  my  own 
pocket.” 

A  patrolman  said  he  would  help  Foley  find  a 

job. 

“Then  I’ll  pay  back  that  $1,80,”  said  Foley. 


RODENTS  GET  A  $30,000  HOME. 

The  superrat,  like  the  .superman,  is  not,  as 
Nietzsche  would  have  it,  of  the  warrior  type,  but 
is  a  gentleman  or  gentlewoman,  an  aristocrat 
at  heart,  although  democratic  in  his  ways.  He  is 
gentle  and  sociable,  a  good  fellow,  as  it  were, 
healthy  and  active  and  has  an  aesthetic  side,  be¬ 
ing  fond  of  good  music. 

The  e  are  some  of  the  conclusions  drawn  from 
year  of  experiments  with  the  ordinary  rodent 
by  Dr.  Milton  H.  Greenman,  director  of  the  Wis- 
tar  Institute,  Philadelphia.  •; 

To  make  observations  on  a  more  extensive  scale 
a  id  under  more  favorable  conditions  than  here¬ 
tofore,  particularly  in  food  research,  the  insti¬ 
tute  is  building  a  $30,000  homes  for  rats.  T his 
building,  now  in  course  of  construction,  will  he 
a  one-  tory  wing  to  the  present  building  and  will 
\<  provided  with  every  kind  of  convenience  con- 
dtifive  to  rat  comfort  and  well  being.  The  re- 
it  is  believed,  will  be  of  farreaching  bene¬ 
fit  to  mankind. 

I:  le-  an  office  and  laboratory  there  will  be 

a  h>  1  equipped  gymnasium  for  the  rats.  Lad¬ 


ders  for  climbing,  modified  trapeze,  running 
space,  treadmill  cages  and  gnawing  apparatus 
will  be  provided  to  give  the  eugenically  raised 
rodents  the  proper  exercise. 


ALLIGATORS  IN  LAKE  FRIGHTEN 
BATHERS. 

This  is  a  story  in  which  the  remedy  proved  al¬ 
most  worse  than  the  disease.  But  at  last  F.  M. 
Cowell,  manager  of  the  Hotel  Longue  Vue,  in 
Broadway,  between  Yonkers  and  Hastings,  has 
solved  his  problem  by  simply  fencing  it  off. 

There  is  a  lake  which  the  diners  may  overlook 
while  eating  at  the  hotel.  The  body  of  shim- 
mery  silver  under  moonlight  is  200  by  50  feet. 
This  little  lake  has  been  the  source  of  attraction 
to  moonlight  devotees  for  some  time,  but  the 
other  day  objections  began  to  pour  in  on  Mr. 
Cowell.  Bathers  were  roiling  the  water,  and  how 
can  muddy  water  be  romantic? 

Mr.  Cowell  solved  the  bathing  end  of  his  prob¬ 
lem  by  bringing  twro  large  alligators  from  Flori¬ 
da.  The  bathers  abandoned  the  lake  waters  to 
the  exclusive  use  of  the  alligators.  But  the  mas¬ 
sive  creatures  from  Florida  were  not  content  and 
soon  new  complaints  rolled  in.  This  time  they 
were  to  the  effect  that  the  alligators  were  roam¬ 
ing  the  Yonkers  golf  links.  How  can  a  person 
putt  calmly  with  alligators  as  an  audience  and 
swallowing  stray  balls  on  occasion? 

Unable  to  keep  the  alligators  confined,  Mr. 
Cowell  has  decided  to  keep  them  at  all  costs.  A 
fence  is  now  being  built  around  the  lake  to  keep 
out  the  bathers  and  keep  in  the  alligators. 


BERMUDA  BARS  LIQUOR  SHIPMENTS  TO 
THE  UNITED  STATES. 

The  Colonial  Parliament  has  passed  a  special 
law  to  prevent  liquor  smuggling  from  Bermuda 
to  the  United  States.  Any  one  putting  intoxi¬ 
cants  aboard  a  vessel  bound  to  American  ports 
incurs  a  fine  of  $100,  and  the  penalty  for  a  sec¬ 
ond  offence  is  $200.  Local  dealers  who  are  found 
to  be  in  connivance  with  the  lawbreakers  are  pen¬ 
alized  and  may  be  deprived  of  their  licenses. 

This  law,  which  is  now  in  effect,  was  brought 
about  through  the  reckless  manner  of  carrying 
on  illicit  operations  during  the  last  year.  Not 
only  were  hiding  places  for  “booze”  in  all  parts 
of  the  ships  utilized,  but  the  smugglers  went  so 
far  as  to  open  up  barrels  of  potatoes  in  the  hold 
and  insert  whisky  bottles. 

Discovery  of  this  practice  led  to  an  outcry 
from  local  produce  shippers,  who  foresaw  inter¬ 
ference  with  their  deliveries  entailing  delay  and 
money  losses.  The  Bermudians  were  concerned 
over  the  possibility  of  having  the  lipers  held  up 
at  New  York  by  Federal  agents  to  the  peril  of 
legitimate  trade  and  the  interruption  of  tourist 
traffic,  on  which  local  prosperity  so  largely  de¬ 
pends. 

Thg  recent  capture  off  the  Carolina  const  of  a 
schooner  with  forty-five  barrels  of  whisky  loaded 
here  at  St.  George  also  had  its  effect  In  hastening 
legislation. 
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The  Young  Mail  Carrier 

—OR— 

The  Dangers  Of  The  Postal  Road 


By  WILLIAM  WADE 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 

CHAPTER  XII. —  (Continued.) 

a,  he  dashed  away  from  them  the  hoy  cast 
glances  back  over  his  shoulder,  and  when 
the  Xe  party  came  scrambling  up  the  bank 
thp  Y>ov  took  ci  swift  shot  dt  them.  , 

ttis  hasty  aim  was  accurate  enough  to  rear  the 
^  from  the  head  of  one  of  the  riders,  but  it 
onlv  incensed  them,  and  with  wild  yells  they 
came  on  after  him,  urging  their  mounts  to  then 

beToniPcould  hear  the  thunder  of  the  many  hoofs 
"behind  jvj-n  and  his  ears  told  him  that  the  men 
^ere'  gaining  on  him.  He  came  to  the  swift  con¬ 
clusion  that  the  horse  he  was  riding  was  not  fast 
enough  to  save  him  from  capture  and  suddenly 
resolved  to  stop  ana  fight. 

He  knew  that  he  could  shoot  faster  and 
gtra ' gliter  than  any  man  in  that  part  ot  the 
country,  and  he  reasoned  that  a  quicK  and  accu¬ 
rate  fire  at  the  thickly  bunched  lot  of  men  behind 
him  might  throw  thorn  into  such  confusion  as 

would  favor  his  getting  away. 

He  pulled  his  horse  up  snort,  drew  the  other 
pistol,  and  was  about  to  fire  upon  the  bunch  of 
men,  when  a  single  report  rang  out  from  the 
most  advanced  of  his  pursuers,  and  the  bullet 
clipped  the  ear  of  the  cavalry  horse. 

Maddened  W  the  stinging  pain  of  the  bullet, 
the  cavalry  horhe  reared  up  suddenly  in  the  air. 

Tom  had  dropped  the  reins  on  the  animal’s 
neck  in  order  to  have  the  use  of  both  hands  in 
firing,  and  this  left  him  with  but  scanty  means 
of  retaining  his  seat. 

He  pinched  his  knees  close  together  and  tried 
to  hold  on,  but  the  maddened  plunge  of  the  horse 
threw  him  high  into  the  air,  and  he  came  down 
in  such  a  manner  that  he  lay  there  stunned. 

With  a.  flirt  of  his  heels  the  cavalry  horse 
dashed  away,  and  an  instant  later  the  six  men 
rode  up  to  where  Tom  lay,  and  two  of  them  dis¬ 
mounting,  our  hero  was  pulled  to  his  feet. 

He  was  still  very  much  dazed  from  his  hard, 
fall  and  looked  up  stupidly  at  his  captors. 

Then  his  head  gradually  cleared,  and,  looking 
at  the  man  nearest  to  him,  he  recognized  the  fel¬ 
low  who  had  played  the  part  of  a  spy  in  the  post- 
office  when  the  boy  was  talking  to  Captain  Nor- 
cross. 

The  latter  grinned  at  him. 

“Well,  do  you  know  me?”  he  asked. 

“Yes,”  answered  Tom. 

“Then  you  know  what  I  want.” 

“No,  I  don’t.” 

“I  want  that4telegram  that  Captain  Norcross 
was  writing  when  I  saw  you  in  the  postofflee  with 
him.  I  don’t  want  you,  and  I  don’t  want  to  harm 


you,  so  if  you  know  when  you're  well  off  you’ll 
hand  over  that  bit  of  paper.” 

“I  have  no  paper,”  said  Tom. 

“Oh,  you  were  only  carrying  the  mail,  I  sup¬ 
pose.” 

“That’s  all.” 

“And  riding  a  cavalry  horse  that  was  loaned 
to  you  for  the  trip  by  Captain  Norcross.  Hand 
over  the  telegram  and  save  me  the  time  and 
trouble  of  going  through  your  clothing.” 

“You  can  search  me  a^>  closely  a.s  you  want,” 
said  Tom,  “and  you  will  -only  have  your  trouble 
for  your  pains.  I  tell  you  that  I  have  no  such 
paper,  and  you  will  find  that  I  am  telling  the 
truth.” 

.  “I  sa~w  him  writing  the  telegram.” 

“That’s  true  enough,  but  just  as  you  rode  avray 
your  hat  fell  off  and  I  saw  the  scar  on  your  left 
temple.  Then  I  recognized  you  as  a  member  of 
Despard’s  gang  and  told  the  captain  so,  and  as 
we  concluded  that  you  had  overheard  our  con¬ 
versation  and  would  try  to  intercept  me,  the  cap¬ 
tain  tore  up  the  telegram.” 

“Well,  I’m  going  to  search  you,  anyhow.” 

Two  of  the  men  held.  Tom,  while  two  more 
went  through  his  pockets,  and  then  slowly  felt 
over  every  inch  of  his  clothing  to  find  out  if  any 
paper  was  concealed  in  it. 

Of  course  their  search  was  fruitless,  and  then 
they  stood  there  and  stared  blankly  at  one  an¬ 
other. 

“It's  no  use,  Brocky,”  said  one  of  the  men  who 
had  helped  to  make  the  thorough  search.  “The 
boy  hasn’t  got  it.” 

Brocky,  the  man  with  the  scar  on  his  left  tem¬ 
ple,  looked  troubled. 

“Hang  me  if  I  know  what  to  do,”  he  muttered. 
“The  captain’s  orders  to  me  were  to  get  the  tele¬ 
gram  and  then  turn  the  kid  loose.” 

“Yes,”  said  one  of  the  men,  “I  heard  him  say 
that.” 

“But  I  haven’t  got  the  telegram,”  said  Brocky, 
“and  I’m  not  going  to  take  the  responsibility  of  — 
setting  the  kid  free.  I’m  going  to  take  him  to 
the  captain  and  let  him  decide  the  matter.” 

“That’s  the  safest  way,”  said  one  of  the  men. 

“And  that’s  what  I’il  do,”  decided  Brocky.  “One 
of  you  tie  the  boy’s  hands  and  let  the  man  who 
has  the  heaviest  horse  take  the  kid  up  with  him.” 

This  course  was  followed,  and  Tom’s  hands 
were  securely  tied  and  then  he  was  placed  on  the 
back  of  the  most  powerful-looking  animal  among 
the  bandits’  horses.  A  light  ridgr  got  up  behind 
him,  and  at  the  word  of  command  the  little  troop 
set  out  for  the  distant  buttes. 

A  ride  of  over  a  half-hour  brought  them  into 
the  camp  of  the  bandits,  and  Dan  Despard  looked 
surprised  when  he  saw  Tom  brought  in  a  pris¬ 
oner. 

The  boy  mail  carrier  was  set  down  on  the 
ground  and  then  Brocky  told  his  story  to  the 
chief. 

Dan  Despard  turned  angrily  to  the  bov. 

“Where  is  that  telegram?”  he  asked. 

“It  is  torn  up,”  was  the  answer. 

“And  yet  you  were  riding  a  cavalry  horse,  al¬ 
though  attending  to  the  business  of  ’  •  cil 

route?”  '  , 

“My  horse  was  tired  out.” 

(To  be  continued) 
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THE  NEWS  IN  SHORT  ARTICLES 


BICYCLB*  BOY’S  REWARD, 
rhoma^  Andrews,  twelve-y ear-old  son  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  W.  H.  Andrews,  Middletown,  N.  Y.,  has 
just  completed  reading  the  Bihle  through  and  has 
received  a  new  bicycle  form  his  father  as  a  re¬ 
ward. 

The  boy  is  a  devoted  member  of  the  Sunday 
School  of*  the  *  First  Presbyterian  Church.  The 
reading  took  him  about  two  months. 


BUKGL.aE  FRIGHTENED  BY  MUSICAL 

BRACELET. 

It  was  a  curious  old  bracelet  which  frightened 
away  a  burglar  who  had  entered  the  home  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Stanlay  Richardson  of  Newcastle-on- 
Tvne. 

Ir.  gathering  up  the  jewelry  in  the  Richardson 
bedroom  the  burglar  happened  to  pick  up  this 
valuable  old  bracelet,  the  clasp  of  which  was  con¬ 
trived  so  as  to  give  forth  a  musical  sound  when 
closed.  Mrs.  Richardson  was  aroused  from  her 
sleep  by  the  musical  bracelet  and  efhlled  to  her 
husband,  who  chased  the  burglar  from  the  house. 


BITES  OFF  MAN’S  FINGER. 

John  Lysett,  of  Albany,  N.  Y.,  is  minus  most 
of  the  bttie  finger  on  his  right  hand.  With  a 
party  of  five  others  he  attacked  a  strikebreaking 
motorman  in  the  South  End  the  other  night,  it 
is  alleged.  In  the  scuffle  the  motorman  got  Ly- 
sett’s  finger  in  his  mouth  and  bit  part  of  it  off. 

Lysett  was  found  at  a  hospital  as  he  was  hav¬ 
ing  his  hand  dressed  and  was  placed  under  ar¬ 
rest.  He  refused  to  tell  the  police  how  he  came 
to  lose  the  finger,  but  the  motorman  reported  the 
occurrence  to  the  police  and  tu.ned  in  the  finger 
for  evidence. 


FAR  NORTH  HERMIT  HIES  BACK  HOME. 

“I  have  been  in  civilization  a  year  now,  and  I 
am  going  back  home  as  quickly  as  I  can,”  said  W. 
D.  Clark,  of  Edmondon,  Alta,  who  has  been  a 
hermit  in  the  Arctic  wilderness  nearly  a  quarter 
of  a  century. 

Clork’s  “home”  is  on  the  headwaters  of  the 
Feel  River,  180  miles  from  Herschel  Island  and 
110  miles  from  Fort  McPherson.  His  nearest 
neighbor  is  fifty-six  miles  away.  They  see  each 
other  once  a  year.  WTith  the  exception  of  this 
one  other  man*  Clark  is  the  only  human  being  in 
a  thousand  square  miles  of  country.  The  Indians 
do  not  go  that  far  North  and  the  Esquimos  do 
not  come  so  far  South. 

“Once  a  hermit  always  a  hermit,”  said  Clark, 
preparing  to  return  to  the  solitude  of  his  cabin 

in  the  wilderness.  , 

“A  hermit  wants  nobody’s  pity.  I  wouldn  t 
trade  my  .'♦olitude  for  all  the  pleasure  and  ex¬ 
citement  of  cities. 

“I  have  seen  10,000  caribou  in  one  herd.  W  hat 
hav'-  you  in  the  cities  like  that? 

“The  mercury  gets  down  to  75  degrees  below 
in  winter,  but  it  is  really  the  most  healthful  (  i- 
mate  in  the  world.” 


GREED  HAS  KILLED  STURGEON  FISHING, 

The  hug ^  sturgeon  that  once  inhabited  the 
Columbia  and  other  Pacific  Coast  rivers  have 
almost  disappeared.  For  many  years  these  large 
inoffensive  fish  were  supposed  to  be  of  no  value, 
and  when  caught  in  salmon  nets  or  on  hooks  were 
destroyed.  Then  it  was  discovered  that  the  eggs 
of  the  sturgeon  were  valuable  as  caviar  and  its 
flesh  as  food,  and  a  period  of  reckless  fishing  be¬ 
gan.  In  a  few  years  the  most  productive  waters 
were  depleted.  The  annual  catch  for  the  last 
few  years  of  sturgeon  has  been  but  a  few  thous¬ 
and  pounds,  and  this  spring  but  one  fish  has  even 
been  sighted. 

There  is  a  great  demand  for  its  eggs  and  flesh, 
and  prices  are  very  high.  A  mature  female 
sturgeon  is  said  to  be  worth  $150,  for  such  a  fish 
will  yield  more  than  a  million  eggs  no  larger  than 
a  pin  head. 

All  attempts  at  artificial  propagation  of  stur¬ 
geon  eggs  have  failed  in  the  West.  The  United 
States  Commission  on  Fisheries  has  recently 
recommended  to  Congress  to  prohibit  all  taking 
of  sturgeon  for  five  years. 
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PLUCK  AND  LUCK 


The  Little  Orderly. 


By  KIT  CLYDE. 


Several  years  ago  a  Mr.  James  0.  Taylor  was 
appointed  one  of  the  sub-Indian  agents  in  Ari¬ 
zona.  The  agency  of  which  Mr.  Taylor  had 
charge  lay  on  the  extreme  frontier,  and  at  times 
was  hardly  regarded  safe. 

He  was  located  at  a  fort  where  a  small  trading 
post  had  suddenly  sprung  up,  and  a  company  of 
soldiers  was  thought  sufficient  to  guard  the 
agency.  These  were  under  command  of  Lieu¬ 
tenant  Charles  R.  Pierson,  a  brave  but  careless 
officer  of  the  U.  S.  A. 

For  the  last  few  months  after  his  arrival  at 
the  agency,  everything  had  been  so  quiet  that  Mr. 
Taylor  brought  out  his  family,  consisting  of  two 
lively  little  girls  of  fourteen  and  eleven  years  of 
age. 

The  girls  found  it  very  lonesome  at  the  old  fort, 
and  soon  began  to  pine  for  their  associates  at 
home. 

The  only  person  near  their  own  age  was  a  boy¬ 
ish-looking  sergeant,  named  Rush.  Johnny  Rush 
was  only  eighteen  years  of  age,  and  had  been  but 
a  few  months  in  tl\e  army,  yet  for  his  sterling 
worth  and  intelligence  had  been  promoted  to  or¬ 
derly  in  his  company. 

T*he  captain  and  second  lieutenant  were  away, 
one  at  an  eastern  watering  place,  and  the  other 
home;  so  the  entire  command  fell  on  Lieut.  Pier¬ 
son.  He  being  too 'indolent  to  attend  to  the  busi¬ 
ness,  threw  the  principal  part  on  Johnny  Rush, 
the  little  orderly,  as  he  was  called. 

Johnny  bore  this  double  duty  with  perfect  good' 
nature,  never  murmuring.  He  soon  became  a 
great  favorite  with  the  children  of  Mr.  Taylor. 
When  not  required  to  be  on  duty,  he  devoted  a 
portion  of  his  time  to  their  amusement. 

They  frequently  took  rides  upon  the  plain  on 
spirited  but  docile  little  Indian  ponies.  Both  the 
girls  were  excellent  riders,  and  Johnny  was  a  gal¬ 
lant  escort. 

One  morning  Lieut.  Pierson  informed  the  little 
orderly  that  he  was  going  to  take  a  squad  of  men 
and  set  out  for  Prescott. 

“Why,  lieutenant,”  he  said,  in  astonishment,  “is 
it  not  a  little  rash  to  start  there  now?  It  is  fully 
seventy-five  miles  away,  and  we  have  not  had  any 
very  pleasant  news  lately.” 

“Oh,  bosh!”  replied  the  negligent  lieutenant, 
who,  when  his  mind  was  made  up,  changed  for 
nothing.  “If  one  gets  scared  at  every  whisper  the 
wind  sends  over  the  prairies  he  will  be  eternally 
scai-ed.” 

“But,  lieutenant,  when  our  scout  came  in  last 
he  reported  the  Apaches  in  large  force  not  far 
away,”  persisted  the  little  orderly. 

“What  do  I  care  for  that?  I  shall  only  take 
twenty  men  with  me,  and  I’ll  risk  it  with  them. 
That  will  leave  forty-two  here  "with  you  in  the 
fort.  You  can  surely  defend  it  against  all  the 
Apaches  in  the  territory  with  that  many  men.” 

“I  shall  do  my  duty,”  answered  the  young  sol¬ 
dier,  with  a  sigh. 

The  lieutenant  then  detailed  a  duty  sergeant 


and  nineteen  men  to  accompany  him.  They  sad¬ 
dled  their  horses,  and  galloped  away  over  the 
plain. 

Mr.  Taylor  looked  uneasy  after  the  retiring 
cavalcade,  and  wished  from  his  heart  they  had 
not  gone. 

The  little  orderly  felt  that  a  great  responsibil¬ 
ity  rested  on  him,  and  he  took  every  precaution 
to  make  the  fort  safe.  It  had  been  erected  some 
three  or  four  years  ago,  and  consisted  of  three 
blockhouses  in  a  triangular  shape,  with  slight 
earthworks  and  palisades,  making  the  triangle 
complete. 

Upon  a  careful  inspection  he  found  many  of 
the  palisades  so  rotten  that  they  could  almost  be 
pushed  down,  and  the  fortification  was  very  weak 
in  three  or  four  places. 

He  set  men  to  making  the  repairs  that  had  been 
needed  so  long. 

“Can  we  not  go  riding  on  the  plain,  papa?” 
said  Lillie  to  her  father,  as  they  walked  about 
watching  the  men  at  work. 

“You  must  not  go  to-day,  my  darling,”  said  the 
father,  gazing  anxiously  over  the  plain.  “I  have 
heard  that  there  are  Indians  not  far  away.” 

Lillie  sighed,  and  seeking  her  sister  Hannah, 
told  her  they  could  not  go.  Then  they  both  sighed 
and  said  what  a  lovely  afternoon  it  was,  and 
wished  papa  -was  not  so  scarey. 

The  gates  of  the  fort  were  open,  and  the  sol¬ 
diers  not  engaged  on  the  works  were  strolling 
back  and  forth.  The  guard  -walked  lazily  along 
his  beat,  and  wished  he  -was  off  duty  that  he 
might  go  to  sleep. 

The  fort  was  on  the  headwaters  of  a  small 
stream,  which  was  fringed  with  a  fine  growth  of 
forest  trees.  The  grove  came  to  within  a  few 
hundred  yards  of  the  fort.  A  guard  of  two  men 
had  been  placed  there,  who  were  passing  away 
the  time  with  a  greasy  deck  of  cards. 

The  little  orderly  was  still  urging  on  his  men 
in  the  work  of  repairing.  It  was  the  middle  of 
the  afternoon  and  the  soldiers  were  lazily  dig¬ 
ging  and  pecking  away. 

The  crack  of  a  ride  down  in  the  direction  of 
the  picket  post  startled  all. 

“To  arms,  fall  in!”  cried  the  little  orderly. 

In  an  instant  the  long  roll  sounded,  making 
the  earth  tremble  with  the  roar,  and  the  men 
sprang  to  their  muskets,  buckling  on  their  belts 
and  accoutrements. 

“What  does  it  mean,  father;  why  does  that  aw¬ 
ful  drum  beat  so  fearful?”  asked  the  frightened 
Hannah.  . 

“That  is  summoning  the  men  to  death,”  an¬ 
swered  Mr.  Taylor,  as  with  pale,  almost  bloodless 
lips,  he  stood  at  the  door  of  the  blockhouse. 

A  volley  of  gun  shots,  and  a  chorus  of  yell3 
came  from  the  woods.  They  saw’  one  of  the  sen¬ 
tries  flying  toward  the  fort,  with  fully  three  hun¬ 
dred  painted  Indians  after  him. 

Shot  after  shot  was  fired  at  the  poor  fellow  as 
he  ran  for  life.  He  dropped  his  gun,  and  ran  on. 
A  ball  knocked  his  hat  off,  and  he  ran  the  faster. 
Now  he  limps.  His  arm  is  shattered,  and  he  is 
failing,  but  continues  to  run;  his  comrades  in 
the  fort  cheering  him  on.  He  is  struck  in  the 
shoulder,  almost  falls,  but  continues  to  limp 
feebly  forward.  At  last,  when  almost  safe  with- 
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in  the  walls  of  the  fort,  he  sinks  and  dies  from 
a  shot  through  the  body. 

*  The  soldier*  fully  appreciated  the  deadly  foe 
with  whom  they  had  to  contend.  The  prairie  was 
covered  with  the  red  demons  speeding  forward 
like  trre  wind,  on  foot  and  horseback. 

The  well-disciplined  troops  began  a  steady  and 
effective  fire,  as  soon  as  they  were  in  range,  which 
they  returned  from  three  hundred  rifles. 

The  battle  raged;  the  rattle  of  firearms,  roar¬ 
ing  shouts  of  many  voices,  drowning  the  feeble 
groans  of  the  dying.  The  smoke  covered  the 
plain  and  rolled  over  the  fort. 

The  little  orderly  was  everywhere,  encourag- 

*  ing  hi?  men  to  their  utmost,  in  coolness  and  pre¬ 
cision  of  aim. 

Th  is  had  been  only  a  sub-outpost,  and  a  strong 
guard  had  never  been  deemed  necessary  for  it, 
**con sequent ly  was  but  illy  prepared  for  the  at- 

|  tack. 

The  frightened  children,  whose  ears  were  unac¬ 
customed  to  the  flash  of  guns  and  shouts  of  com¬ 
batants,  eking  frantically  to  their  father. 

Some  place-  in  the  palisades  were  so  weak  that 
the  sergeant  had  constant  fears  of  a  breach  be¬ 
ing  made.  He  kept  a  strong  force  at  the  weak 
places,  and  the  men  being  good  marksmen,  kept 
the  enemy  away. 

During  a  lull  in  the  attack,  Mr.  Taylor  ap¬ 
proached  the  young  sergeant,  and  asked  what 
%  their  chances  were  for  beating  the  enemy  off. 

“I  can’t  say,”  said  Johnny,  shaking  his  head. 
“They  outnumber  us  five  to  one,  and*  may  have 
-reinforcements  coming.  We  will  die  like  men, 
*  Mr.  Taylor.  If  we  cannot  save  your  family,  we 
can  die  trying.” 

“Noble  fellow,  gallant  soldier,”  said  Mr.  Tay¬ 
lor,  his  eyes  growing-  moist.  “I  will  not  permit 
'-ou  to  do*  all  the  fighting.  I  see  yonder  a  poor 
soldier  on  the  ground,  who  has  fought  his  last 
battle.  His  gun  is  at  his  side.  I  shall  take  it 
and  become  a  common  soldier  in  your  ranks  and 
help  in  cur  mutual  defense.” 

The  remainder  of  the  day  was  spent  in  constant 
fighting.  Sometimes  in  repelling  a  charge  on 
one  side,  then  on  another.  Then  came  intervals 
in  which  only  an  occasional  dropping  shot  could 
be  heard.  The  soldiers  lfad  fought  well,  and  the 
plain  was  strewn  with  dead  and  dying  savage.-. 

Mr.  Taylor  shared  the  common  danger  and 
fatigue  with  them,  and  they  lifted  their  caps 
in  -dent  admiration  of  his  coolness  and  bravery 
as  the  enemy  retired  out  of  gun  range,  to  form 
another  plan  of  attack. 

“Mr.  Taylor,”  said  the  little  orderly,  with  a 
lock  of  intense  anxiety  on  his  face,  “I  feel  it  my 
to  make  a  startling  discovery  known  to  you.” 

“What  is  it?”  said  the  man,  calmly. 

“We  are  almost  out  of  ammunition,  and  cannot 
possibly  ho!d  out  until  morning.  Even  if  we  we  re 
we’l  applied,  the  wo  ks  are  too  weak  to  with¬ 
stand  the  cunning  and  desperation  of  our  enemies 
dur  g  th'*  right.  As  soon  as  it  is  dark  enough 
to  cover  their  approach,  they  will  advance  in  a 
body  an.  u>.  They  will  not  be  seen  perhaps  until 
with  the  v  ills  of  the  fort.  There  will  be  a  few 
MMBrv:nts  ma'Mening,  desperate  fighting,  and  then 
a!I  wiTl  Y»  over.  Some  may  escape  in  the  general 
'orfu  ion.  but  it  will  be  few.” 


“1  feel  in  my  heart  every  word  you  utter  to  be 
the  truth,”  replied  Mr.  Taylor,  “and  I  am  strong¬ 
ly  impressed  that  I  shall  be  among  those  who  fall. 
I  have  a  request  to  make  of  you — that  is,  that 
you  will  rescue  my  little  girls,  if  possible.  In 
the  general  melee,  you  may  find  an  opportunity 
to  escape  with  them.  Will  you  do  so?” 

“I  shall,  or  die!”  and  then  the  Indian  agent 
wrung  the  hand  of  the  young  soldier  in  silence. 

Darkness  gathered  about  the  plain,  creeping 
over  the  earth  like  one  vast,  dark  pall. 

There  were  creeping,  moving  objects,  unseen 
and  unheard,  but  felt  by  all  within  the  fort.  They 
came  crawling  over  the  plain  among  the  slain, 
and  stealthily  to  the  palisades. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  furies  of  a  volcano  had 
burst  upon  the  fort.  The  earth  shook  with  yells, 
the  heavens  were  red  with  blazing  guns,  the  em- 
emy  poured  through,  under  and  over  the  pali¬ 
sades,  and  joined  in  hand-to-hand  combat  with 
the  soldiers. 

Johnny  Rush  remained  to  give  a  last  command 
— to  know  that  all  was  over — to  see  Mr.  Taylor 
fall  dead  at  his  feet — and  hastened  away  in  the 
darkness  to  where  Honnah  and  Lillie  stood  behind 
a  blockhouse,  trembling  with  terror. 

“Come!”  he  whispered  to  them,  “all  is  lost,  and 
we  must  escape  if  we  can.” 

He  led  them  through  the  back  way,  and  out  on 
the  plain.  They  ran  for  some  distance,  and  then 
paused  on  the  dark  broad  prairie  to  gaze  on  the 
scene. 

The  Indians  "were  still  shooting  and  stabbing 
the  soldiers,  some  of  whom  were  fighting  stub¬ 
bornly.  The  blockhouses  were  on  fire,  and  they 
made  haste  to  get  out  of  the  circle  of  the  light. 

Some  of  the  survivors  of  the  general  massacre 
had  escaped,  and  were  running  over  the  plain  as 
fast  as  they  could;  some  pursued,  and  many  killed 
by  the  relentless  red  foe. 

The  young  orderly  hurried  his  little  compan¬ 
ions  on  as  fast  as  possible,  encouraging  them  by 
kind  words,  and  even  carrying  them  by  turns  in 
his  arms.  Thus  a  long,  weary  night  passed,  and 
by  morning  they  were  far  away  from  the  late 
scene  of  carnage.  They  concealed  themselves  in 
a  thick  chaparral  during  the  sultry  day  that  fol¬ 
lowed.  Another  five  ary  night’s  travel  without 
food,  and  at  dawn  the  next  day  they  were  picked 
up  by  a  body  of  soldiers  sent  out  expressly  to 
find  survivors  of  the  massacre.  They  were  taken 
worn  out  and  half  starved,  to  a  military  post. 

This  event  happened  several  years  ago,  and  as 
the  young  reader  is  always  anxious  to  learn  the 
final  disposition  of  a  character,  we  will  add  that 
Johnny  Rush,  the  little  orderly,  is  now  post  cap¬ 
tain  on  the  frontier,  and  Hannah  Taylor,  no w 
Mrs.  Rush  his  wife,  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
women  in  the  Far  West. 

- ■rtgj  a.iTf  m 

WOMAN  KILLS  BEAR. 

One  rifle  shot  by  Mrs.  Agnes  Rainwater,  Kali- 
shell,  Mont.,  saved  the  life  of  her  small  son  when 
a  black  bear  proved  her  target  as  the  beast  was 
charging  upon  the  child.  The  woman,  a  home¬ 
steader,  heard  her  son  cry  out  in  fear  and  rushed 
to  his  rescue.  Her  aim  resulted  in  the  animal’s 
hide  making  a  rug  for  their  home. 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 

LIGHT  CHANGES  COMET’S  TAIL. 

The  tail  of  a  ;  comet  is  sometimes  a  hundred 
million  miles  long,  but  it  is  made  up  of  such  light 
gases  that  the  mere  pressure  of  light  causes 
them  to  be  driven  away  from  the  direction  of  the 
sun. 


AUSTRALIA’S  TALLEST  TREES. 

The  tallest  of  California’s  “big  trees”  is  325 
fee t  in  height,  but  among  the  great  gum  trees  of 
Australia  many  specimens  aie  more  than  400 
feet  in  height,  and  one,  which  was  felled  in 
southeast  Australia,  measured  471  feet — the  tall¬ 
est  tree  on  record. 


U.  S.  TO  DROP  19,000  CLERKS. 

Fully  19,000  Government  clerks  will  be  lopped 
off  Government  payrolls  under  the  reorganization 
proposed  by  the  administration.  Approximately 
4.000  are  to  be  dropped  from  the  payroll,  bring¬ 
ing  the  number  now  employed  in  Washington  to 
around  75,000,  or  the  low*est  since  the  beginning 
of  the  war. 

Under  the  economy  plans,  which  call  for  a  fur¬ 
ther  reduction  in  personnel  to  about  60,000  or 
possibly  less,  a  great  saving  in  expenses  is  pro¬ 
jected.  * 


PETER  COOPER’S  THRIFT. 

Even  as  a  boy  Peter  Cooper  was^ always  in¬ 
venting  things.  His  first  invention  was  an  ar¬ 
rangement  for  pounding  linen  on  wash  day.  This 
he  worked  out  to  help  his  mother.  When  his 
father,  mother  and  eight  brothers  and  sisters 
needed  shoes,  he  made  them,  and  that,  too,  with¬ 
out  any  help.  In  his  autobiography  he  tells  how 
he  did  it. 

“I  remember  one  of  the  earliest  things  I  under¬ 
took,  of  my  own  accord,  was  to  make  a  pair  of 
shoes.  For  this  purpose  I  first  obtained  an  old 
pair,  and  I  took  them  all  apart  to  see  the  struc¬ 
ture,  and  then,  procuring  leather,  thread  and 
needles,  and  some  suitable  tools,  without  further 
instruction  I  made  the  last  and  a  pair  of  shoe^ 
which  compared  very  well  with  the  country  shoes 
then  in  vogue.” 

When  Cooper  was  17  years  old,  he  went  to  New 
York  City  to  make  his  fortune.  Here  bb  became 

.  •  «v '  •  1  .  v . 


an  appxc-n^.ce  to  a  coachmaker.  He  was  an  ap¬ 
prentice  for  four  years,  ieceivmg  $25  a  year,  be¬ 
sides  board,  washing  and  mending.  At  the  end 
of  four  years  he  wTas  an  expert  coachmaker.  All 
his  life,  whatever  he  did  he  did  well. 

He  was  always  thrifty.  During  the  first  two 
years  of  his  apprenticeship,  he  not  only  bought 
his  clothing  from  the  meager  yearly  pay  of  $25, 
but  managed  to  save  $20.  His  fellow-apprentices 
often  laughed  at  him  because  he  would  not  go 
with  them  evenings  to  have  a  good  time.  But 
Peter  was  always  looking  ahead.  He  spent  his 
evenings  in  study  or  in  extra  work  on  coaches,  for 
which  he  was  paid. 

When  he  was  21  years  old,  he  went  to  work  in 
a  woolen  mill  on  Long  Island.  Here  he  worked 
for  three  years  at  a  dollar  and  a  half  a  day. 
While  here  he  invented  a  machine  for  shearing 
the  surface  of  woolen  cloth.  He  made  $500  from 
this  patent  and  gave  all  of  it  to  his  father  to  . 
help  pay  his  debts. 

When  Cooper  was  23,  he  bought  a  small  glue 
factory.  This  proved  to  be  the  foundation  of  his 
fortune.  He  made  such  good  glue  that  for  50 
years  he  practically  had  a  monopoly  of  the  na¬ 
tion’s  trade. — Arthur  H.  Chamberiain  in  The 
Thrift  Magazine. 

- - - —a'.artr  BP—  - 

LAUGHS 

“Do  you  waltz,  Mr.  Guy?”  “Oh,  I  skip  a  lit¬ 
tle.”  “Then  I  think  we’ll  have  no  trouble  in 
skipping  the  next  dance.” 


“I  understand  she  refused  to  marry  you  last 
night?”  “Worse  than  that.”  “Worse?”  “Yes, 
she  refused  to  marry  me  at  all.” 


“Ah,  Miss  Blossom,  since  first  we  met  there 
has  been  a  feeling  here.”  “Dear  me!  v/hy  don’t 
you  try  a  little  Jamaica  ginger?” 


Gilmoi'e — How  did  you  begin  your  downward 
course?  De  Witte — I  began  at  the  top,  of  course. 
Did  you  think  I  began  at  the  bottom? 


Mother — Tommy,  what  did  I  say  I’d  do  to  you 
if  you  touched  that  jam  again?  'Tommy — Why, 
it’s  funny,  ma,  that  you  should  forget,  too.  I’m 
blamed  if  I  can  remember! 


“I  can’t  imagine  anything  more  unsatisfac¬ 
tory,”  remarked  the  chronic  kicker,  “than  a  meal 
at  our  boarding-house.!’  “No?”  replied  the  sen¬ 
timental  youth.  “Evidently  you  never  got  a  kiss 
from  your  best  girl  over  the  telephone.” 


“The  teacher  spoke  to  me  after  school  to-day, ~ 
mamma.  “What  did  he  have  to  say?”  “He  asked 
if  I  had  any  brothers  or  sisters.”  “And  what  did 
he  s^y  when  you  told  him  that  you  were  an  only 
child?”  “He  said  ‘thank  heaven.’” 


She — Yes,  when  I  was  a  little  girl  I  loved  all 
my  dolls,  but  I  had  a  dear  little  monkey  that  I 
loved  still  more.  He  was  such  a  lovely,  ugly  lit¬ 
tle  thing.  He — I’ll  get  you  a  monkey  when  we 
settle  down.  She — Oh,  don’t  trouble.  There’s  no 

need  now  that  I  have  a  hu.sn^n^ 
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ITEMS  OF  GENERAL  INTEREST 


T 1 i ! :  PHIl.A  t  >ELPHI  A-CAMDEN  BRIDGE. 

Six  road  .vays  are  provided  in  the  plans  of  the 
bridge  to  be  built,  across  the  Delaware  River  to 
connect  Philadelphia  and  Camden.  In  addition 
rh^re  are  to  he  four  troLIey  lines,  two  o-f  which 
are  for  high-speed  service,  as  well  as  two  ten- 
foo1:  walks  foa*  pedestrians.  An  example  of  the 
of  the  proposed  -true tore  may  be  taken  from 
the  plan,  which  proposes  that  the  east  main  river 
tower  -hall  rise  380  feet  above  the  Delaware 
River.  The  span  length  on  the  Franklin  Square- 
Pearl  Street  location  is  1,750  feet  between  tow¬ 
er^.  The  proposed  bridge  will  surpass  by  a  good 
margin  any  of  the  existing  suspension  bridges. 


*  MILE -A- MINUTE  CAR. 

When  a  high  school  boy  can  take  a  few  parts 
of  a  demolished  motorcycle  and  in  a  short  time 
construct  a  real  automobile  that  will  travel  60 
miles  an  hour,  and  run  from  30  to  40  miles  on  a 
gallon  oi  gasoline,  it  looks  as  though  De  Palma, 
Tommy  Milton,  Rjesta  and  all  the  other  speed 
kings  will  be  back  numbers  when  some  of  the 
youngsters  grow  up. 

Harry  Habig  of  Cincinnati  is  a  young  fellow 
who  spent  his  spare  time  in  working  over  the 
*  parts  of  a  motorcycle,  and  his  product,  the  Ha¬ 
big  Special,”  is  a  wonder  of  mechanical  skill. 
He  doesn’t  need  to  worry  about  freezing  up  in 
the  winter,  for  the  engine  is  air  cooled.  The  ma- 
* chine  weighs  less  than  500  pounds,  and  it’s  no 
trick  for  Harry  to  change  one  of  his  standard 
mctocyele  wheels  before  the  average  chauffeur 
gets  his  tools  out.  Young  Habig  certainly  start¬ 
ed  something  in  town,  and  the  most  desired 
graduation,  birthday  and  Christmas  present  for 
the  cuiwent  year  is  a  second-hand  motocycle — 
Illustrated  World. 

ORIGIN  OF  THE  ANCHORAGE  FLAG. 

A  statement  issued  by  Coast  Guard  Headquar¬ 
ter'  relating  to  the  origin  of  the  anchorage  flag 
gives  the  following  facts  which  were  furnished 
by  Secretary  -J.  Myers,  of  the  Anchorage  Board. 
The  flag  was  adopted  in  November,  1888,  upon 
the  recommendation  of  Lieut.  J.  J.  Runker,  U. 
S.  N.,  in  charge  of  anchorages  in  the  port  of  New 
York,  and  consisted  of  a  blue  field  with  a  foul 
anchor  in  the  center  at  an  angle  of  forty-five 
degrees.  On  July  1,  1896,  the  Secretary  of  the 
T  pasurj'  in  a  department  circular  promulgating 
rules  and  regulation?  governing  the  anchorage 
of  vessel  in' the  port  of  New  York,  as  provided 
<~m  the  act  of  May  16,  1888,  included  the  follow¬ 
ing  paragraph :  '  “All  vessels  of  the  Revenue 
Cutter  Service  assigned  to  the  duty  of  enforcing 
the  anchorage  regulations  will  carry  a  distinctive 
flag  at  ‘  ne  bow.  Said  flag  shall  be  a  white  field 
With  a  blue  foul  anchor  in  the  center  placed  at 
an  angi<-  of  forty-five  degrees.” 

BATHTUB  FULL  OF  PRUNES. 

A  tale  of  a  bathtub  full  of  -oaking  prune  ,  a 
twenty-gallon  .till  and  right  barrels  of  mash,  told 
by  det<*rtive  who  invaded  the  home  of  Mrs.  Anna 
V  roar,  at  5.V5  En*t  l”tth  street,  New  York, 


was  waved  aside  by  Magistrate  Douras  in  Mor- 
risania  Court  the  other  day,  when  he  learned  that 
the  detectives  acted  without  a  search  warrant. 

Detectives  S  termer  and  Colby,  who  made  tin 
arrest,  told  the  court  they  were  informed  severa 
days  ago  that  Mis.  Kiernun  was  trafficking'  ir 
liquor.  Friday  they  went  to  her  apartment  and 
offered  to  buy  a  quart  of  whisky.  Mrs.  Kiernat 
asked  thorn  in,  they  said,  and  promised  to  have 
a  quart  ready  for  them  in  a  few  minutes. 

When  she  led  them  into  the  kitchen,  they 
charged,  they  observed  a  large,  still.  Poking  inti 
the  bathroom  they  found  the  tub  filled  with  float¬ 
ing  prunes.  The  mash  was  found  in  anothei 
part  of  the  house.  They  seized  all  these  and  ar¬ 
rested  Mrs.  Kieman.  The  detectives  said  she 
had  been  making  “eight-year-old  bottled  in  bond 
whisky”  in  fifteen  minutes,  and  that  the  still  they 
found  was  being  used  to  run  off  their  quart. 


FAIL  TO  FIND  PIRATE.  GOLD. 

Another  quest  for  the  .$100, 000, 000  Peruvian 
treasure  buried  in  the  mystic  South  Seas  by- 
ancient  pirates  has  failed*  adding  another  char¬ 
ter  in  the  long  succession  of  fruitless  sea  relies 
for  the  cache  of  gold  doubloons. 

Only  a  few  cannibal  bones  hidden  beneath  a 
native  altar  rewarded  the  expedition  in  its  search 
for  heavy  sea'  chests  of  treasure. 

While  the  sailing  yacht  Genesee,  formerly 
owned  by  W.  K.  Vanderbilt,  is  ti$d  up  again  off 
South  Brooklyn,  waiting  to  turn  her  nose  once 
more  toward  the  Society  Group  on  a  second  hunt 
for.  gold,  Cant.  James  T.  Houghton,  formerly  a 
soldier  of  the  Rainbow  Division,  who  was 
wounded  in  France,  is  registered  at  the  Harvard 
Club.  To  a  grerud  of  clubmen  he  told  the  story 
of  the  hunt,  on  which  he  acted  as  surgeon. 

The  hunt  for  tjie  buried  gold  centered  on  the 
island  of  Tubai,  a  reef  ring  fifteen  miles  across 
and  also  the  most  northern  one  of  tire  Society 
Group.  Acting  on  a  lead  obtained  from  an  aged 
sea  captain  who  had  sailed  the  South  Seas  during 
the-  most  romantic  days,  a  Capt.  Brown  of  Au¬ 
gusta,  Me.,  the  expedition  spent  three  weeks 
digging  and  blasting  on  the  island.  Only  after 
every  possible  hiding  place  had  been  searched 
did  the  treasure  seekers  decide  to  give  up  the 
quest  and  return  to  New  Y ork  to  confer  again 
with  the  aged  mariner. 

Some  of  the  promoters  of  the  expedition,  which 
wras  financed  by  the  sale  of  stock  shares  to  per¬ 
sons  who  were  caught  not  only  by  the  sentimental 
appeal  of  a  ti-easure  hunt,  but  also  by  the  chance 
of  making  an  enormous  profit,  have  returned  to 
Augusta  with  the  hope  of  obtaining  new  leads 
that  will  take  them  to  the  treasure. 

Capt.  Houghton,  in  describing  the  search  for 
the  heavy  sea  chests  believed  to  be  buried  some¬ 
where  on  Tubai,  said  the  treasure  seekers  had 
left  the  island  “looking  like  a  battle  field  in 
France.” 

“We  dug  and  blasted  until  our  bands  were 
blistered  and  our  banks  were  sore.  Although  T 
wa-  only  the  doctor,  the  lure  of  gold  was  the  lure 

to  dig,  and  f  worker!  with  the  rest,”  he  said. 
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23,154  WORDS  ON  A  POSTAL  CARD. 

Marcel  Mauvais  sent  to  La  Nature  (Paris)  an 
t> :  Qiiiury  postcard  on  which  he  had  written  23,- 
154  words,  with  a  total  of  125,000  letters.  It  is 
quite  legible  even  to  the  naked  eye.  The  average 
book  has  about  300  words  to  the  page,  so  this 
postcard  represents  about  seventy-seven  pages. 

ENTIRE  OHIO  ORCHARD  OF  150  TREES 

STOLEN. 

The  man  who  stole  a  bass  drum  and  got  away 
with  it  was  gone  one  better.  Hamilton  police  are 
looking  for  a  thief  who  stole  a  fruit  orchard,  150 
trees. 

They  were  new  trees,  however,  just  set  out 
very  recently.  The  farmer  who  had  an  orchard 
yesterday  and  didn’t  have  one  to-day  lives  in 
Morgan  township,  Ohio,  and  refuses  to  let  his 
name  be  used. 


CENSUS  OF  MOTOR  CARS. 

Dealing  with  the  motor  industry  in  1920,  the 
National  Automobile  Chamber  of  Commerce  has 
published  statistics  showing  that  this  country 
possessed  9,211,295  motor  vehicles.  In  Great 
Britain,  by  the  latest  return  of  the  Ministry  of 
Transport,  554,000  were  in  use  in  that  year. 

About  3,000,000  of  the  United  States  total  were 
in  use  on  farms.  In  passenger  cars  the  number 
in  use  was  8,221,197.  Of  these  about  33  per  cent, 
were  owned  by  f aimers. 

The  figures  show  that  83  per  cent,  of  the 
wovkrs  motor  c&rs  are  in  the  United  States. 

To  continue  the  list:  Canada  with  one  car  to 
every  31  persons,  New  Zealand  with*  one  to  41, 
Australia  with  one  to  64,  Cuba  with  one  to  94  and 
Great  Britain  with  one  to  110  are  the  largest 
users  of  motor  cars  in  proportion  to  the  popula¬ 
tion,  while  Liberia,  with  a  ratio  of  one  to  250,000 
of  the  population,' is  at  the  bottom. 


OLD  COINS  ARE  HARD  TO  PASS. 

It  was  one  of  our  great  national  facts  that 
every  scrap  of  metal  which  has  ever  received  the 
stamp  of  legality  from  a  United  States  mint  is 
good  until  defaced  or  redeemed.  There  are  there¬ 
fore  a  great  many  thousand  dollars  worth  of 
old  fashioned  coins  -wandering  around  which  no 
one  ever  thinks  of  trying  to  spend  or  would  agree 
to  take,  except  as  a  curiosity.  The  principal  of 
these  are  the  old  silver  five  and  three  cent  pieces, 
the  nickel  three  cent  piece  and  the  bronze  two 
cent  piece. 

Askance  is  looked  more  and  more  frequently 
at  the  larger  silver  coins  with  the  seated  figure 
of  Liberty,  and  even  the  “nickel”  with  the  figure 
“5”  which  ceased  to  be  coined  in  1883,  while  the 
.Jonah  of  the  whole  family  is  the  still  perfectly 
legal  tender  half  cent,  coined  between  the  years 
1793  and  1857.  What  would  happen  if  a  busy 
trolley  conductor  were  tendered  ten  of  these  as 
a  fare  at  the  rush  hour  may  best  be  left  to  the 
imagination.  The  smallest  check  ever  issued  by 
the  United  States  Treasury  is  one  for  “one  cent.” 
mailed  a  few  years  ago  to  a  San  Francisco  wag 
who  stood  on  his  constitutional  right  to  present 
two  bronze  half  cents  for  redemption. 


STUDYING  JUNGLE  FOLK  BY  AIRPLANE. 


.Jason  Humphreys,  the  twelve-yea r-oid  English 
boy  who  hew  with  his  father,  the  pilot,  a  cam¬ 
era  man  and  a  scientist  from  Cairo  to  Cape 
Town  in  March,  enjoyed  a  more  novel  experi¬ 
ence  than  most  boys  of  his  age  will  ever  know. 
Indeed,  ther<j  are  not  many  grown-up  aviators 
who  have  seen  the  African  jungle  add  all  its  wild 
life  from  the  air. 


The  sudden  changes  from  bush  to  civilization 
as  represented  by  clearings  for  small  villages 
and  farms  in  darkest  Africa  and  back  again  im¬ 
pressed  young  Humphreys  very  much.  Human 
habitation  is  hemmed  in  on  all  sides  by  dense 
jungle  in  Central  Africa,  but  not  more  so  than 
the  behavior  of  the  wild  beasts  and  biifls  over 
which  he  was  hying.  These  took  the  passing'  of 
the  airplane  variously.  Birds  showed  almost  no 
curiosity  except  in  the  remotest  regions.  “They 
just  flew  along  with  us  or  left  us,'7  says  Jason. 

his,  it  is  said,  is  because  Girds  fly  far,  and  dur- 
•  ing  the  years  of  the  war  African  birds  undoubt¬ 
edly  saw  flying  machines  if  not  in  Africa  itself 
in  the  war  zones  then  in  other  parts.  They  had 
grown  more  or  less  used  to  them. 


Wild  beasts  showed  individual  'temperaments. 
Lions,  tigers,  leoparus  could  be  seen  stalking 
along,  obvious  to  the  giant  purring  overhead  If 
the  machine  came  so  low  that  the  noise  of  the 
engine  could  not  help  reaching  them,  they  sidled 
under  protecting  underbrush,  but  they  never 
looked  up.  The  naturalist  has  offered  no  ex¬ 
planation  for  this.  It  is  a  new  phenomenon  and 
must  be  studied. 

Usually  lions,  tigers  and  leopards  are  fearful 
of  noises.  They  m  common  with  ail  wild  beasts 
are  in  terror  of  strange  noises,  and  know  from 
infancy,  by  instinct  that  gunfire  bodes  them  no 
gooa.  During  the  late  war  there  was  a  general 
exodus  of  wild  beasts  from  every  quarter  of  'Af- 
nca  where  any  fighting  was  going  on  Thev 
crashed  through  the  jungles  for  miles  tiwing  to 
get  away  from  the  sound  of  the  guns-  thev  til 
eled  far  from  their  real  homes,  and  enemies  trav 
eled  together  m  their  fright  without  molestfng 
one  another  Since  the  close  of  the  war  bush? 
men  and  hunters  have  found  them  all  back  home 
again  or  travelling  back.  Their  indifference™ 
the  sounds  of  the  airplane,  therefore  is  su 
prising.  ’ 

Apes  and  monkeys  made  wild  efforts  to  reach 
the  topmost  branches  of  the  highest  trees  in  or¬ 
der  to  get  a  better  view,  and  they  cc*ild  be  some¬ 
times  heard  screaming  to  one  another  above  the" 
noise  of  the  engine,  more  in  excitement  and  curi 
osity,  presumably,  than  in  fear. 

Giant  hippopotami-  were  indifferent,  neither 
hastening  their  lumbering  steps  nor  glaring  up* 
they  did  not  seek  ambush,  as  did  the  cat*;  But 
rhinoceri  were  panic  stricken.  They  rushed  off 
headlong  to  cover.  Crocodiles  sprang  from  the 
banks  of  streams  and  hid  beneath  the  surface  of 
the  water  until  the  flying  machine  had  passed. 
Pictures  taken  when  the  stream  was  fast  re¬ 
ceding  into  t lie  distance  show  them  iust  ventur¬ 
ing  to  stick  their  heads  above  water. 


J  OOLVE  this  puzzle,  win  Ford  Auto  votes  free.  The  ietters  of  the 
■— *  0  alphabet  are  numbered:  A  Is  1,  B  Is  2,  end  so  on.  The  figures  lu  the 
little  squares  to  the  left  represent  four  words.  (201s  the  letter  “T".) 
«v  What  are  the  four  words?  Canyon  work  it  out?  If  so,  send  your  answer 
~  quick.  Surely  you  want  this  fine,  new  Ford  auto.  Send  no  money, 
gw  I  have  already  given  away  many  autos.  You  can  own  an  auto. 

SEND  ANSWER  TO-DAY 

PVe  cot  only  five  away  this  Ford  auto,  but  hundreds  of  dollars  In  cash  and  scores 
)f  other  valuable  prizes.  Bicycles,  Guns,  Watches,  Talking  Machines;  iomething 
ror  everybody.  Everyone  who  answers  this  can  have  a  prize.  There  are  no  losers. 
Nothing  difficult  to  do.  Everybody  wins.  Someone  pets  this  new,  latest  model 
Ford  Auto  free.  Electric  starter  and  lights.  Do  vou  wantitf  Write  today  and  be  lirst. 

SON.  141  W.  Ohio  Street,  .  D*nt.  ->if'  Chicago,  IX 


OH  BOYS-C8RLSSK 

•SSBeS  you  a  'S&m 

mm  voice 


y  B1ACK.  BEAUTY 


— a  large  variety  of  models  to  choose 
from.  Pick  the  one  you  like  best.  Wo 
send  it  express  prepaid.  A  small  de¬ 
posit  and  dollar  a  week.  Five  year 
guarantee — 6  months'  accident  policy. 


unde*  oie  tabic,  baek  of  a  door,  into  a  trunk,  desk 
in  School,  anv  old  place  Big  FUN  fooling  Peddler*, 
Policeman. Frlerta-r.  ('laxanliutie liiyson yourtongue 
unseen,  always  ready  to  nseby  anyone,  lint.  Birds. Ac. 
Claxopbone  with  lull  instructions  a  set  of  C 


HAVERFORD  CYCLE  COMPANY  Big  new  catalog 

Established  2a  years.  in  colors — FREE 

Dept.  52!)  Philadelphia,  Pa.  Send  for  it — NOW! 

Be  a  Black  Beauty  Owner  Agent 


Secret  W  ritlng  Tricks,  also  Magic  Dial  w  ij  S 
Trick,  all  for  10c-,  3  for  2oe.  no  stamps),  y  " 

CLAXQ  TRICK  CO. .Dept.  S  New  Haven. Conn, 


You  can  complete 

this  simplified  Hi^d 


Brass  bound.  Opens  over  2  feet  long.  You  can  see  objects  a  mile 
away.  Given  for  selling  10  pckgs.  Bluine  at  15c  a  pckg.  Write  today. 

BLUINEMFG.CO..  161  Mill  St.,Concord  Jct.Mass. 


*r*"r’r School  Course  at  home  >n- 
aide  of  two  years.  Meets  oil  requirements  for  entrance  to  collage 
and  the  leading  professions.  This  and  thirty-six  other  praeli  .a ! 
courses  are  described  in  our  Free  Bulletin.  Send  for  it  TODAY. 

AMERICAN  SCHOOL 

Dept  H684  Drsxol  A«n.  &  58th  St.  ClIIC.iGO 


Wrestling  Book  FREE 

Be  an  expert  wrestler.  Learn  at  home  by  mail,  f 


Here's  a  profession  in  constant 
need  of  more  men,  quickly 
studied  (all  you  need  is  a 
commoji  education),  pays  big — 
with  extra  money  when  acting 
referee,  or  judge ;  presents  op¬ 
portunity  for  travel — (all  ex¬ 
penses  paid)  makes  you  intimate 
with  Sport  ICings — welcome 
everywhere ;  happy,  congenial, 
real  man’s  work  with  great 
opportunities  for  advancement; 
makes  you  free  and  independ¬ 
ent.  Ten  dollars  is  all  you 
need.  No  more  to  pay  until 
yoiT  actually  earn  it  by 
"Sportwriting."  Official  "Press 
Card"  issued  to  each  student. 
If  you  are  fond  of  sports,  here’s 
your  chance  to  cash  in.  Ask 
for  copy  of  "Straight  Talk.' 


Wonderful  lesson*  preparedbyworld'soharapiona 
Farmer  Burns  and  Frank  Gotch.  Free  book 
tells  you  how.  Secret  holds,  blocks  and  tricks  re¬ 
vealed.  Don'tdelay.  Be  strong,  healthy.  Handle 
bigmenwitb  atne.  Write  for  free  book.  State  c^e. 


Lioujcait 

sit 

upfront 

in  ffte 

Fi'essBox 

and  gef 

Pctidr.. 


Fanner  Baras,  2466  Ry.  Exchange  Bldg.  .Omaha 


Here’a  Proof  of  Savins.  • 
Exceptional  Sale  of  High  Grade 
Reconstructed  Cord  Tires.  Guar¬ 
anteed  for  £.000  Miles  Service. 
Mr.  H.  Hulet,  General  Mgr.  of 
Coast  Mfg.  Works,  Point  Pleasant. 
New  Jersey  writes: 


NERf  New  Jersey  . . 

i  I  "The  durability  of  your  tires  is 

- . *  certainly  wonderful.  Yourarticle 

deserves  the  highest  commendation.  We 
are  makinga  big  saving  in  time  and  mon¬ 
ey;  never  held  up  by  tire  trouble.  1  did 
not  believe  it  possible  to  get  good  tires 
at  this  low  price.” 

Size  Tires  Tubes  Size  Tires  Tubes 

80x3  $5  60  $1  65  34x4  $9.25  $2  60 

80x3%  6  50  1  80  34x4%  10.75  2  85 

32x3%  7  50  2  00  35x4%  11.00  2  90 

31x4  8.50  2.40  36x4%  11.50  3.00 

32x4  8  75  2.45  35x5  12.25  3.20 

12.75  3  35 


I  Tell  You  Howl  Stage  Work  and  Cabaret 
Slttartaining  successfully  taught  by  mail.  Your  BIQ 
\  opportunity.  Travel,  see  the  world  as  vaudeville 
actor  or  actress.  My  great  Professional  Course— 
~  only  ono  of  its  kind-COVERS  ALL  BRANCHES. 
Develops  Personality,  Confidence,  Skill  and  tella 
rnoU  just  how  to  get  on  the  Stage.  Send  6c  postage 
for  illustrated  booklet.  "All  About  Vaudeville.’* 
id  occupation.  Write  for  this  free  Stage  Book  today! 
tADELLe  30*  SS7-X  tos  ANGELES,  CALIF. 


V  \  33x4  9.00  2.50  37x5 

CL  '  •  State  whether  you  want  straight  side 

P  J  or  clincher,  plain  or*non-skid.  Send 

$2  deposit  for  each  tire  ordered;  $1 
deposit  on  tubes,  balance  C.  O.  D. 
subject  to  examination;  5  per  cent 
discount  if  full  amount  is  sent  with 
order. 

SUPERIOR  TIRE  COMPANY 

Dopt  .  K89  G33  First  Avenue  New  York 


•ore  or 


open  legs.  ulcers,  enlarged  veins, 
eczema  healed  while  yon  work.  Write  foi 
fiee  book  and  describe  yonr  own  case. 

A.C.  Llrpe,  1451  Greea  B»y  Av„  Mil waukee,  Wig, 
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MILES  OF  RED 
TAPE. 


A  group  of  col¬ 
lege  students 
Vl  imbed  to  the  top 
of  the  Washing¬ 
ton  Monument. 
The  elevator  was 
out  of  commis¬ 
sion.  A  senior  ar¬ 
riving  at  the  top. 
exhausted,  fed 
against  one  of 
the  windows,  o55 
feet  up,  and  his 
hat  rocketed 
.  down  the  eleva¬ 
tor  shaft. 

The  hatless  col¬ 
lege  lad  sought 
the  aid  of 
ra  guard,  who 
sent  him  back 
down  the  thous¬ 
ands  of  steps  to 
the  monument  of¬ 
fice.  where  he  ob¬ 
tained  an  order 
for  the  opening 
of  the  lower  ele¬ 
vator  door.  Arm¬ 
ed  with  his  pass 
the  youth  rushed 
back.  Then  he 
was  curtly  told 
that  he  must 
have  the  counter 
signature  of  an¬ 
other  attendant. 
And  this  attend¬ 
ant  at  the  mo¬ 
ment  was  at  the 
top  of  the  shaft. 
Breathless  the 
boy  to  establish 
his  identity  had 
to  climb  the 
thousands  of 
steps  again  all 
the  way  to  the 
top  of  the  shaft, 
and  after  getting 
the  signature 
turned  around 
and  descended 
the  shaft. 

The  lad  got  his 
hat.  He  also  got 
inside  informa¬ 
tion  on  Govern¬ 
ment  red  tape. 
Officials,  learning 
(f  the  incident, 
felt  that  Gen. 
Hell  and  Maria 
Dawe-,  in  the 
coarse  of  Gov¬ 
ernment  house- 


lea  r>  i  n 
mri  hi 
liar 
igainxt 

■he**-  specimen* 
d  needle.il  rule*. 


may 
spectac- 
form 
■ome  of 


L1TT  ■  &« 

Write  to  hiker  &  King,  Advertising  Offices,  JU  East  2iith  Street,  Sew  York  City , 
or  X  South  Wabash  Avenue,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  in  this  magazine. 

agents 

BIG  MONEY  AND  FAST  SALES.  Every  owner  tjj.vs 
Gold  initials  for  bis  auto.  You  charge  Si  JU.  make 
51.35.  Ten  orders  daily  easy.  Write  lor  particular*: 
and  free  samples  AMERICAN  MONOGRAM  CO..  Dept. 
j:j.  Last  (A  tinge.  New  Jersey.  _ _ 

PERSONAL— Continued 

MARRY  IF  LONELY;  lor  results,  L-y  me;  best  and 

most  successful  "Jlorne  Maker”;  hundreds  rich  wish 
marriage  soon;  strictly  confidential:  most  reliable;  years 
experience;  descriptions  free.  "The  .Successful  Liub.”  j 
Mrs.  Nash,  Box  556.  Oakli  d.  California. 

MARRY  IF  LONESOME  Ladies'  me-mbr:  ship  tree.  <  <  -  ■> 
tlernen’s  membership  two  mouths  50c.  (Jin  year  $2.50.  I 
Copy  members  names,  addresses  25e.  S'wectlte>aii's  Cer- 
resia>ndirig  Club.  Karnes  City,  Iowa. 

AGENTS— -UOfr  pi otit.  Wonderful'  little  article;  some¬ 
thing  new;  s«-Us  like  wildfire;  carry  In  pocket;  write 
at  once  for  Free  Sample.  Albert  Mills,  Gen.  Mgr.,  5190 
American  Bldg.,  Cincinnati,  Obio.  • 

MARRY- Many  rich;  particulars  for  stamp.  Mr,  j 

Morrison,  S053  W.  Holden  St..  Seatile.  Wav 

ART  AND  DEN  PICTURES 

PHOTO'S  GIRL  MODELS  Oaring  Poses.  Samples  25c. 
Dozen  $1.50.  Fish  Dure  Make  Fish  Bite  Fast.  Box 
Five  $1.00.  Sports  Own  Book  Contains  J.i.rzy 
Reading.  Daring  Pictures,  etc..  25c.  Catalogue  10c. 
Hamilton's  t'Q. .  Barnes  City.  Iowa. 

PIMPLES— Acne  eruptions,  face  or  body  ;  1  Tftiow  the 
cause,  my  internal  treaimunt  removes  it;  my  special 
external  preparation  eradicates  all  blemishes  end  rc« 
stores  natural  skin.  Booklet  for  stamp.  Dr.  Rodgers, 

135  East  47th  St.,  Chicago. 

FOR  SALE 

IF  YOU  WANT  to  sell  or  exchange  your  j  roi*rly 
write  me.  .IOLIX  J.  BLACK.  173rd  St.,  Chippewa 
Calls.  Wis. 

WRITE  Lillian  Sproul,  Station  H.  Cleveland,  O.,  if 
you  wish  u  pretty  and  wealthy  wife.  Enclose  si  am  red 
envelope. 

LONELY  MAIDEN,  26,  would  marry.  Write  tor  pic¬ 
ture.  Bex  150K,  Syracuse,  N.  Y. 

GOOD  LANDS  IN  MICHIGAN,  well  located.  20,  40. 

-S0  acre  ttacls.  $15  to  $30  per  acre.  Small  pay¬ 
ment  down;  terms  as  low  as  $10  per  month.  We  help 
you.  Send  for  big  FREE  book.  SWIGAKT  LAND  CO., 
\f-1263.  First  National  Bank  Bldg..  Chicago. 

HELP  WANTED 

Y/ANTED— 1 .500  Railway  Traffic  inspectors;  l.o  expe¬ 
rience:  train  for  tills  profession  thru  spare  time  ironic  • 

*  ml.v ;  easy  terms;  $110  to  $200  monthly  and  expenses 
,  i.nanteed.  or  money  back.  Out  door s;  local-  or  travel- 
jn;; ;  under  big  men  who  rew  ard  ability.  Get  Free 
; A,  k lot,  I’M  101  Standard  Business  Training  Inst.. 

I'clriilo,  X.  V. 

SIXTH  AND  SEVENTH  BOOKS  OF  MOSES.  Egyptian 

secrets.  *  Black  art.  other  rare  books.  Catalcg  free. 
Siar  Book  Co.,  9K21.  Camden,  N.  J. 

MaIIRY;  Thousands  congenial  people,  worth  from 
$1,000  to  $50,000  seeking  early  marriage,  deserip: ions, 
photos,  introductions  free.  Sealed.  Either  sex.  Send 
no  money.  Audios*  Standard  Cor.  Club.  (irayslahe.  111. 

GET  MARRIED — Best  Matrimonial  paper  published. 
Mailed  FREE.  American  Distributor,  Suite  £17, 

Blairsvilie.  1’emia. 

MARRY— MARRIAGE  DIRECTORY  with  photos  and 
descriptions  free.  Ray  when  married.  The  Exchange, 
Dept.  545.  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

MEN  WANTED  fur  Detective  Work.  -Experience  un- 
ncccjsary.  Write  J.  Cginof  Former  Li.  S  Oort  De- 
i.'.-ijve,  132.  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

MARRY  -For  spefidy  marriage,  absolutely  the  best, 
largest  in  the  country;  established  16  years;  thou¬ 
sands.  wealthy  members,  both  sexes,  wishing  early 
marriage:  confidential:  descriptions  free.  The  Old  Re¬ 
liable  Ciun.  Mrs.  Wrubel,  Box  26,  Oakland.  Cal. 

HE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  secret  investigation  in  your  district.  Write  C.  I 

1  udwic.  521  Westover  Bldg..  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

“CHICAGO  LONESOME  CLUB.’’  Thousands  lonely 
ones  belong.  Send  stamped  envelope.  2928  Broadway, 
Chicago.  Ill. 

DETECTIVES  earn  big  moiicy  Travel  and  .good  op¬ 
portunities  We  show  you  hew.  Write  American- 
s-  ool  of  Criminology,  l>pt.  M.  Detroit.  Mich. 

IF  YOU  WANT  A  WEALTHY.  LOVING  WIFE,  write 
Violet  Rays,  Dennison,  Ohio.  Enclose  stamped  en¬ 

velope. 

YOUNG  MAN,  27  years  old,  wishes  to  correspond  with 
refined  lady  with  plenty  of  means;  object  matrimony. 
Address.  282  Bank  St..  Box  66,  Wnterbury,  Conn. 

STOP  FALLING  HAIR.  ‘  Vse  Kotalko  (sold  by  drug¬ 
gists)  under  guarantee.  Amazing  success,  new  hair 
growths  when  all  else  failed.  Proof  box  mailed  10 
cents.  Kotalko  offices,  BG-370,  Stsftion  X,  New,  York. 

LADIES  WANTED,  and  MEN.  too  to  address  envel¬ 
opes  and  mail  advertising  matter  at  home  for  large 
i  r.l  order  firms,  spare  or  whole  time.  Can  make 
510  to  $35  vvkly.  Mo  capital  or  experience  required 
Book  explains  everything:  send  10  cts.  to  cover  postage, 
etc.  Ward  Pub.  Co..  Tilton,  X.  n. 

DETECTIVES  EARN  BIG  MONEY.  Great  demand  for 

men  and  women.  Fascinating  work.  Particulars  free. 
Wriie.  American  Detective  System,  1968  Broadway. 
New  For  l|. 

SCIENTIFIC 

ASTROLOGY— STARS  TELL  LIFE'S  STORY.  Send 

birtbdate  and  dime  for  trial  reading.  Eddy,  4307 
.hfTeVsoti,  Kansas  City,  Mo.  Apartment  73. 

MANUSCRIPTS  V/ ANTED 

STORIES,  POEMS,  PLAYS,  etc.,  are  wanted  for  publi- 
f'ion.  Submit  MSS.  or  write  Literary  Bureau,  515 
Hannibal.  Mo. 

SONGWRITERS 

WRITE  THE  -WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  will  com¬ 
pose  music,  secure  copyright,  and  print.  Submit 
poems  on  any  subject.  SETHIX  MI  SIC  COMPANY, 
920  S.  Michigan  Ave..  Room  122,  Chicago. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

100  MONEY-MAKING  SECRETS,  amazing  information. 

with  lot  of  interesting  magazines:  samples,  eu-  Semi 
jnly  10  cents — DIRECT  MAIL  SERVICE.  200  W  GD 
BLVD.,  DETROIT,  MICH. 

AMBITIOUS  WRITERS  send  today  for  Free  Copy. 

America's  lending  magazine  for  writers  of  Photoplay?, 
Storms,  Poems,  Songs.  Instructive,  helpful.  Writer's 
Direst,  60S  Butler  Bldg..  Cincinnati. 

SONG  WRITERS  Send  for  toy  free  pamphlet,  “SONG 
WRITERS’  SECRETS.”  E.  Hanson,  Room  608,  3810 
Broadway,  Chicago. 

STAMMERING 

ST-STU-T-T-TERING  und  stammering  cured  at  home. 

Instructive  booklet  free.  Walter  McDonnell,  M 

Potomac  Bank  Bldg..  Washington.  D.  C. 

PATENTS,  Trademark,  Copyright— foremost  word  free. 

Long  experience  as  patent  solicitor.  Prompt  advice 
vhaigcs  very  reasonable.  Correspondence  solicited.  Re¬ 
sults  procured.  Metzger.  Washington.  D.  C. 

TOBACCO  HABIT 

STOP  TOBACCO  HABIT.  Free  Sample  Famous  Tobacco 
Boon.  No  craving  after  first  few  doses.  Dr.  Eiders, 

A -15.  St.  Joseph.  Mo. 

PERSONAL 

MARRIAGE  PAPER.  20th  year.  Big  Issue  with 

descriptions,  photos,  names  and  -addresses.  25  rents. 
No  other  fee.  '  Setuf  sealed.  Box  22G3K,  Boston,  Mass! 

TOBACCO  or  SmifT  Habit  cured  or  uo  pay.  $1  *it 
cured.  Remedy  Am  on  trial.  Bnperba  Co.,  PC. 
Baltimore,  Md. 

| 

In  keeping  your  bowels  regular  do  cot 
become  addicted  to  -weakening  pnrgatlveg 
or  mineral  iuxxtfcraa ;  Juat  try  KOROLAX; 

I  Mfo,  gentle,  wholesome.  Best  and  roes 
'  farthest.  Obtainable  at*bu*y  druggists,  every  - 
Whore.  Korolax  is  relief  ror  many  ailment* 

|  Including  conati  nation,  headaches.  a\zn 
•pelts,  belching,  gua,  heartburn.  torpid  nTOt 
bad  breath,  uervousues*.  dyspepsia  lndlaee- 
tfon.  obesity,  mental  and  physical  duller**. 


PACKS 


OF  FUN 


with 
our  i»*w 

10c  “ROOTER”  ].0c 


or  Noisy  H  u  n  <3  k*'  re  li  i  e  f 
•  iREAU  J-'l’N.  Attract  At¬ 
tention.  L's>e  at  Parties,  etc 
RE  THE  LEADER.  Send 
Today,  only  Hit 


P1U2RTO  N>*\  K'l.T  Y  <  O 
Dept.  <E)  Miller s>  HI*,  pH. 


I 


A  ROCKING 
STONE  FROM 
BUENOS 

AIRES. 


Those  who  are 
familiar  with  the 
rights  of  Bronx 
Park,  New  York, 
know  what  a 
rocking  stone  is. 
For  others,  it 
may  be  explained 
that  the  term 
refers  to  a  boaikl- 
er  of  decent  size 
that  has  been  de¬ 
posited,  usually 
by  glacial  action, 
on  the  surface  of 
rocky  ground  in 
.  such  a  way  as  to 
sway  back  and 
forth  under  the 
application  of 
pressure  from  the 
wind  or  from  a 
h u  m  a  n  ha  n d  , 
without  toppling 
completely  over. 
The  phenomenon 
must  obviously 
be  a  rare  one, 
since  the  stone: 
must  possess  .suf¬ 
ficiently  stable 
equilibrium  to 
prevent  it  from 
keeling  over  en¬ 
tirely,  yet  be  un¬ 
stable  enough  to 
make  motion  pos¬ 
sible.  And  now 
we  learn  of  a 
rock  down  in  the 
southern  hemis¬ 
phere,  near  Bue¬ 
nos  Aires. }  In  at 
least  one  respect 
this  is  more  ex¬ 
traordinary  than 
the  New  York 
stone,  for  the  lat¬ 
ter  presents  an 
entirely  solid  pic¬ 
ture  to  the  eye, 
and  one  would 
never  suppose 
that  it  would 
rock  until  one 
had  tried  it;  but 
the  Argentina 
boulder  looks  as 
though  the 
least  touch 
would  topple  it 
over  into  tire  val¬ 
ley  below.  This 
rocking  stone  is 
no  small  storifc 
with  regard  to 
size,  either; 
it  is  24  feel  high 
and  18  feet  long, 
weighs  30©  tons. 


jvr  TWO  HOURS  WORK 

WARREN  BTGELOW,  the  Finger  Print,  Detective,  was  Leartl  At  Home  in  Spare  Time 

making  his  usual  review  in  the  morning  newspapers.  imagine  more  fascinating  work  than  this?  Often 

He  hrd  just  finished  l  eading  the  press  reports  of  the  3SS2I  Son  decisions  of  finger-print  evidence 

daring  robbery  of  the  offices  of  the  T  O—  Company  ™  to  the  Fxoert  Thousands  of 

when  the  telephone  on  iiisdesk  rang.  Central  Office  wascalhng,  tra'jned  men  ai  e  now  needed  in  this  great  field.  The  finger 

asking  him  to  come  immediately  to  the  scene  of  the  robbery.  [,/intwork  Sf?  governments,  corporations,  police  depart- 

Although  he  drove  his  high  powered  roadster  rapidly  and  ments,  detective  agencies  and  individuals  has  •  created*  a 

arrived  very  shortly  at  his  destination,  he  had  plenty  of  time  new  profession.  Many  experts  regularly  earn  from  ..3,000  to 

to  consider  the  main  features  of  the  case  as  reported  by  the  $10  000  a  year  in  this  fascinating  game.  And  now  you  can 

press.  The  job  had  undoubtedly  been  done  by  skilled  cracks-.  easi|y  iearn  the  secrets  of  this  new  Science  in  your  spare 
men  and  robbers  of  uncommon  nerve.  Sixty-five  hundred  time  —  at  home.  Any  man  with  common  school  education 
dollars  in  currency— the  company  pay-roll— were  gone.  Not  ancj  average  ability  can  become  a  Finger  Print  Detective  m 
a  single,  apparent  clew  had  been  found  by  the  police.  a  surprisingly  short  time. 

Finger  Print  Expert  Solves  Mystery  Free  Course  in  Sectet  Service 

“Hello,  Warren.  Here  s  a  job  _  ^  ««  gene*.  Mastery  of  these  two 

that  has  us  stumped.  I  hope  you  ^8  8  _  __  kindred  professions  will  open  a 

can  unravel  it  for  us.”  iffffiWtM  M/TVtR  QM.  brilliant  career  for  you. 

By  this  time,  the  district  offi-  WV 3  Write  quickly  for  fully  illus- 

cers  and  the  IT?"}  ^  k  c^\  trated  free  book  on  Finger  Prints 

Central  O  Tice  had  almost  given  j  S  which  explains  this  wonderful 

up  the  investigation.  After  hours  /  training  in  detail.  Don’t  wait  un 

of  fruitless  their  work  £  . JL  8  62  w  J  k  *>  til  this  offer  has  expired  — mail 

was  at  a  standstill.  They  were  m  the  coupon  now.  You  may  never 

,  .  «  «•  efonnori Karif  see  this  announcement  again!  You  assume  no  obligation 

,,  you  have  everything  to  gain  and  nothing  to  lose.  Address 

J8ST& ?  ^andeavUi™pr“a,  *1  UNIVERSITY  OF  APPLIED  SCIENCE 

auick  sure  way  in  which  Bigelow  made  his  investigation.  Dept.  C109,  1920  Sunnyside  Avenue,  Chicago,  Illinois 

^  Aim'  st  immediately  Bireiow  turned  his  attention  to  a  heavy  . . . . . . . 

u.b>  wh  h  had  beef  tip-ei  up  on  its  side.  Examination  ot  E  UNIVERSITY  of  APPLIED  SCIENCE,  Dett  C109, 1920Surryside  A»..Chica?» 

the  glossy  nahogany ahow  danexcellent  se  O  ng.  p  r  Gentlemen:  Without  any  obligation  whatever  send  me  ycy: 

Ttt  thie-  m  ght  ju->t  as  web  have  le.t  his  calling  card.  :  new  f„|jy  ,uu,,trand.  FREE  book  on  Finger  Prints .end  your  Offer 

Tr,  rr  -  .  3  long  story  short  his  prints  were  photograpnea  :  0f  a  course  in  Secret  Service  Intelligence  and  the  r  ree  Fro* 

r,.ntral  Office,  where  they  were  matched  with  E  feasional  Finger  Print  Outfit. 

V"  V  Of  '-But  Joe”  Moran,  a  safe  blower  well  know  n  to  the  = 

Moran  way  subsequently  caught  and  convicted  on  :  Name . 

■^SSfSSXJS^StAS  I  . 

i.  '  "  '  5  '.  wW*  was  given  to  Bigelow  '  Patent  Occupatior . Ao* . 

h.  ■  p  /  U*  two  hov.i*  « 


OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS 

Useful,  instructive,  aDd  Amusing.  They  Contain 
Valuable  information  on  Almost  Every  Subject 

No  nw  »*  '1U  c-.xifAIN  ln<KAVS;-Tliis  Jitlie 

v .  *  ,  c  1V v.s  iuc  explanation  ti»  all  kinds  ut  dreams,  to- 

'4  li«»n  T«>  ttiuliS  atriEKS  TO  dEMEE- 

MJfc"‘-uuiii«u*.iufe'  mil  directions  lor  writing  to  geutle- 

U  wo“‘.,JT^liKCOAlr;  A  OVMNAST.— Comaicmg 

SA,:~s,r 

%.1, sT'  T.O.',  SAIL  AM.  Ill  iU.  A 

,„«sl«acu.  iit^rudmus  arc  g-'en 

”  ,  '  ,la;',HKM..  H-gv-.iu'r  (Vnu  msrraerieits  ou  Nvam- 

*n  ‘  ,  j.ioig,  companion  sports  to  boaling. 

U  “s  .  I.  Lv\.  r«  i  iaa  )d«Tt  Nbe.-bYery  one 

liOiSVl yjUj> 

lyrti**,  k1j  (,  ut  uiis  little  hook 

lOO  U.II 
llllU  v1' 

No.  :-a 
1)0}  Sl.\> 

CX|)uOas 

draui.es, 

Nil.  „V>.  A* 

books  on  f**''*' 


l* I  Oaa'X' t 1 N  be. — hwj  one  is 
knowing  wnat  iii<  lutvtv  life  "til  oring 
..ui.piMcss  or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty. 
,  ;  jihuice  at  this  little  book.  buy  one 

n>  KiSCOttC  AN  in  VEMTyn— Every 
•  >•  -jv.'  |  ..\\  ia  vou  to>us  originated.  I  bis  book 
‘Vj  ‘‘  ..tj  j vi;tg  examples  in  electricity.  h\- 
'V'iiciisuir.tpors.  pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc. 

. *“  ol  t.-<  most  iTi-tnciive 

i,‘g  cvr  publisiieO.  it  contains  recipes  tov 


■>  Uii«.i  '• 
I  c  c» 
ti  *% 

IV  ^ 

t  l.V«ir. 
'Jtll.s,  tOO 


lit 


j,ti  me 
Kill  US 


_ m  oysters ;  also 

111  pa.Miy,  alio  a 


pit's,  pud- 
,.a..vi  eoi- 


Ter  BKUAi  IS. — Eonic'.ning 
,  ,.u  society  and  me  •  as.esi 
et  appearing  to  x‘'oo  n<n 
t  unaii  >•-,  eit t* a e a ,  afi*.  in  t*-1 ' 


ilie  rules 

;nd  most 

linage  at 

ia;i >tig- 


eooking  m 
dings,  eat. 

lection  o. 

No.  uS' 
ana  eU'i-vt 
approve  “ 

parties,  i 
room. 

No.  33.  Hv»Vl 

u'seftil  m  tii 
oi  iiiuSams 

ing  nhus  .  ..  am  to  catch  moles,  weasers.  ouei.  tats, 

t’iU  f>.Mt 


Hi  I’LAi  (.AMEtb — A  complete  and 
,-,,k.  containing  l“A-  ra.t  '  -vul  i\  gtimnons 
.triou-ue,  oa.-Kgainmou,  croquet,  uommoes, 


squirrels 
iuusn.Ui  »* 
>u.  ■>  * 

.5  (l  tv  i'r  * 

jvuws  n.'C<i 

l  ;  4  A  I  »  ;  t  X  t  »  >  i  ‘ 
,».%»».  *«  ~ 

,*N  t  k-i.t  ^  •  •  J  *• 
?*;* .%  .  • 

,j  IL-n  I  i*C  lllli 


I  t  ut  V.  it  luviv'j*  >•  — 

Also  now  to  cure  skin>.  eopiqusiy 


i  HE 


II. 


HOYS  OF  NKVv  >OKK 

,  mi  a  i  wing  n  great  variety 
t<,  •  most  ruinous  ettu  meu. 


.i 


t;  N 1 )  MEN’S 

oL  i  he  latest 
No  amateur 

,i  ...etv-  Wltliout  tuis  VV'dKlel  ftll  littl.  >i>ook. 

,s  (1 1  N  K  V>  1  O  u  tv  s  I  t  ill 
.Vmiu.ug'a  varied  «s.oirtmeu.  »t  stump 
anil  J  rise.  a. so  ewa  men  s  Jokes, 
n.i  Home  uikusem.  lit  ..ml  a.nateia 

vis  Ni.IV  VOk»  .ulN'sTKEL 

.  iiO O K . — something  now  and  wry 

usmieu  c  h-  ri  boy  should  ootuin  the-  book,  as- a 
twuTains  .uii  iosLiUcuoius  tor  ol  gam  song  an  am:uur 

“t'tll  'hoe  TO  MAKE  AND  I  NK  Ei  ECTKK1TY 
itesiiiecoii  ol  tiie  wouderr ur  uses  oi  eh  .  unity  and 
eie.  tru'  m.‘g...  ie  .  t;  ugetner  with  lull  instiilelions  lor 
making  i.e-eine  r ..y  s,  JJuttei  u*s,  etc.  l*.v  ue.-.rgo  iivhm 
\  \i  ,\i  1».  t'.iu.aining  over  fitly  illustrations. 

No  in  IiC\V  TO  ittllAI  AMI  SAIL  CANOES.— A 
n  imiy  nook  ior  boys,  containing  full  directions  tor  eon- 
s  true  ling  eanois  uml  me  most  popular  manlier  ol  sail¬ 
ing  tjiijm-  i  uiiy  iilusli-atcd. 

"so.  4.;.  it O V*  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  •mu- 
dui  ling  Ueda.es,  outlines' 'of  deltales,  quasi  ions  lor  d.s- 
.ussion  auu  the  Ue-t  sources  for  procuring  unonuaiu>u 
mi  tne  q u.4-1  ions  given. 

No.  mi.  iiOO  VO  SUM  BlKBS  ANU  AMMALf..— 

i,ook,  giving  iiisiructiurih  in  collecting,  pre- 

>.n a  ting  and  pro? 


crving  bird'-,  animals  and 


II.IAV  TO  IK)  TiilLKS  WITH  CARDS.— 

explanations  of  the  general  principles  of 


A  valuabi 
paring,  n 
insects. 

No.  31. 

c'ontaiiuug  -  ,  .  ,  , 

sleight -of-iiaiid  aiquieabie  tt>  card  tricks  :  of  card  lin  ks 
with  ordinary  curds,  and  not  requiring  slelghl  -ol-hand  ; 
of  n  icks  involving  sleigld -of-lnimi,  or  ilie  use  of  spe¬ 
cially  prepared  cards,  illustrated. 

No.  33.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTKK8. — A  wonderful 
little  book,  telling  you  bow  to  write  to  your  sweetheart, 
your  father,  moilier.  sister,  broflmr,  employer;  and,  in 
fact,  everybody  and  anybody  you  wish  \o  write  to, 

ii'or  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any 
address  ou  receipt  of  price.  10c.  per  copy,  in 
money  or  stamps,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY.  Publisher, 

liiK  West  2Nd  StreeL  Ntw  \ufk< 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK 

- LATEST  WSI  ES - 

1172  From  Gutter  to  President;  or  Tbe  L„,k  ?f  a  Waif. 

1173  Davy  Crockett.  Jr.;  or,  T*e  Sure  louie  *i„UL  , 

Then  <Jo  Aliead.” 

1174  The  A'onog  Diamond  Hunters;  or,  i"o  Imnaway 

Bovs  in  Treasure  Land. 

1173  The’  Phantom  Brig;or.  The  Chase  of  the  i  lying 

H74  “Special**  Hob;  or.  The  Pride  of  the  Road. 

1177  Three  Cinmuis;  or.  The  Bosses  of  the  fechooL 

1178  The  Drummer  Boy’s  Secret;  or,  Oath-Bound  ou  the 

Battlefield.  ,  ,  . 

117b  lack  Bradford ;  or.  The  Struggles  of  a  forking 

11K0  Tda^Vuknovvn  Renegade;  or,  Tbe  Three  Great 

Scouts.  _  ..  . 

(lrl  SO  Degrees  North;  or.  Two  A  ears  on  the  Arctic 

Oi  rf*le. 

1182  Running  Kob:  or,  Mad  Anthony’s  Rollicking  Scout, 
libel  Bujwn  me  Shaft;  or.  '1  he  Hidden  fortune  of  a. 
Boy  Miner.  .  ^ 

11N4  The  Boy  Telegraph  Inspedors;  or.  Across  the  Con¬ 
tinent  on  a  Hand -Car. 

jPC.  Nawntiia :  or.  Dost  Among  the  H<*d  -Hunters. 

II Mi  From  Newsboy  to  President;  or,  l  ighting  for  l  ame 
and  Fortune.  _  _  -  * 

1 1 st  ,iu«k  Harrold.  the  Cabin  Boy;  or.  Ten  Years  on  ati 
Unlucky  Ship.  * 

11KS  (Sold  Gulch ;  or.  Pandy  Kins  Bast  Trail, 
list.  Duk  Darlion.  the  Poort'ouse  Boy;  or.  The  Strug¬ 
gle's  of  a  Friendless  Waif. 

lino  TP*.  Haunted  Lighthouse;  or.  The  Black  Band  of  y! 
i  lie  Ctia-L 

1 1 ; 1 1  Tlie  Boss  Boy  Boottdack  of  New  York;  or.  Climbing 
the  Ladder  of  Fortune. 

The  Silver  Tiger;  or.  The  Adventures  of  a  Young 
American  in  India. 

IT.ig,  General  Sherman’s  Boy  Spy;  or.  The  March  to  the 
Sea. 

lib!  Sam  Strap,  the  Young  Engineer;  or,  Ihe  Pluckiest 
Bov  ou  the  Road. 

liur.  Little  Robert  Emmet;  or.  The  White  Boys  of  Tip-  - 
penary. 

line.  Kit  (  arson’s  Kit;  or.  The  YYounr  Army  Scout. 

Ilb7  Beyond  the  Aurora;  or.  The  Search  for  the  Magnet  ; 
Mountain. 

llbS  Seven  Diamond  Sknliv  or,  The  Secret  City  of  Siam, 
llbb  Over  the  Line;  or.  The  Rich  and  Poor  Boys  of  * 
River  dale  Schools. 

1200  The  Twenty  S'lent  Wolves;  or.  The  Wild  Riders  of 

ihe  Mountains. 

1201  A,  New  York  Working  Boy;  or,  A  Fight  for  a  l'or- 

t  tme. 

1202  Jack  i  he  Juggler;  or,  A  Boy’s  Search  For  His 

Sister. 

120:;  Little  Paul  Jones;  or.  The  Scourge  of  the  British 
Coast. 

1204  Ma/.i  ppa  No.  2.  the  Boy  Eire  Company  of  Carlton; 
oi',  Plucky  Work  on  i^addei-  and  Line. 

1203  The  Blue  Mask;  or,  Fighting  Against  the  Czar. 
12(h)  Dick  the  Apprentice  Boy ;  or,  Bound  To  Be  aa 

Engineer. 

1207  Kit  Carson,  Jr.,  in  the  Wild  Southwest;  or.  the 

Search  for  a  Lost  Claim. 

1208  The  Rivals  of  Round  Top  Academy;  or.  Missing 
From  School. 

120b  Jack  Mason’s  Million;  or.  A  Boy  Broker’s  Luck  in 
Wall  Street. 

1210  'fh«*  Lost  City  of  the  Andes;  or.  The  Treasure  of 

rin*  Volcano. 

1211  The  Rapidfui  Rangers;  or.  General  Washington’s 

Boy  Guard. 

1212  -Old  Put”;  or,  The  Fire  Boys  of  Brandon. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  :my  ad¬ 
dress  on  receipt  ot  price,  7 r.  per  copy,  in  money  or  pos¬ 
tage  stamps,  by 

II  \  RIM  K  WOLFF.  Pnb„  IUC  W.  Wd  St.,  X.  v 


SCENARIOS  Hmv  TO 

iinia  WRITE  THEM 

Prlee  35  Cents  Per  Copy 

This  bonk  contains  all  the  most  recent  changes  in  the 
method  of  construction  and  sub  mission  of  •eettorioa. 
Sixty  Lessons,  covering  every  phase  oLnwnario  writ¬ 
ing.  For  wile  by  all  Newsdealers  and  Bookstores. 
If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  us  tbe  price. 
35  cents,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  will 
Until  you  one.  postage  free.  Address 
L.  8KNAUKNS.  2iy  Seventh  five..  New  York,  N. 


